
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



THE WORKS 



JOHN MARS TON. 



REPRINTED FROM THE ORIGINAL EDITIONS. 



WITH NOTES, AND SOME ACCOUNT OF HIS 
LIFE AND WRITINGS. 



J. O. HALLIWELL, F.R.S., F.S.A. 

IN THRSE YOLXTMES. 

VOL. 11. 




LONDON: 

JQHN EUSSELL SMIT^. 

SOHO BWAB.^. 



618026 



TUCKER AND 00., PBINTEBS, 
PSBBT'S FLAOK, 0Z70BD 8TUST. 



TO MY EQUALL READER. 



H AVE ever more endevoured to know 
my selfej than to be knowne of others ; 
and rather to be unpartialiy beloved 
of allj than faciiously to bee admired of a few; 
yet so powerfully have I been enticed with the 
delights of poetry ^ and {I must ingeniously con- 
fesse) abofije better desert so fortmiate in these 
stage-pleasings, that {let my resolutions be never 
so fiwed to call mine eyes into my se^e) I much 
feare that most lamentable death of him^ 



" Qai nimie iiotue omnibua, 
Igttotui moiitur sibi." — Seneca. 



I But since the over-vehement purrnte of these 
I delights hath bin the sicknesse of my youthj and 



4 TO THE READER. 

now is growne to be the vice of my firmer age — 
since, to satisfie others, I neglect my selfe — let it be 
the curtesie of my peruser rather to pitie my selfe- 
hindring labours, than to malice me ; and let him 
be pleased to be my reader, and not my interpreter, 
since I would faine reserve tliat office in my owne 
hands, it being my dayly prayer : — 

'^ Absit h. joconun nostrorum simplidtate malignus interpres." 

Martial. 

If any shall wonder why I print a Comedie, 
whose life rests much in the actors voice, let such 
know that it cannot avoide publishing ; let it there- 
fore stand with good excuse that I have been my 
owne setter out. 

If any desire to understand the scope of my 
comedie, know it hath the same limits which 
Juvenal gives to his Satyres : — 

'^ Quicquid agunt homines, yotum, timor, ira, yoluptas, 
Q-audia, discursus, nostri farrago libelli est." — Juvenal. 



TO THE READER, 



READER, know I have permed this coppy, 
to make some satisfaction for the first 
faulty impression ; yet so urgent hath been my 
busines that some errors have styll passed, which 
thy discretion may am^nd. Comedies are writ to 
be spoken, not read; remember the life of these 
things consists in action; and for such courteous 
survay of my pen, I will present a Tragedy to 
you, which shall boldly abide the m>ost curious 
perusall. 



^^^^^ 
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PROLOGUS. 




!ET those once know that here with malice 
lurke, 
Tis base to be too wise in others worke ; 
The rest sit thus saluted : — 
Spectators, know you may, with freest faces, 
Behold this scene ; for here no rude disgraces 
Shall taint a publique or a privat name ; 
This pen at viler rate doth value fame. 
Than at the price of others infamy 
To purchase it. Let others dare the rope. 
Your modest pleasure is our authors scope. 
The hurdle and the racke to them he leaves 
That have naught left to be accompted any, 
But by not being ; nor doth he hope to wyn 
Your lowder hand with that most common sinne 
Of vulgar pennes, ranke baudrie, that smels 
Even thorow your maskes, usque ad nauseam. 
The venus of this sceane doth loath to weare 
So vile, 80 common, so immodest doathings ; 
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But if the nymble forme of commody, 
Meere spectacle of life and publique manners. 
May gracefully arrive to your pleased eares, 
, We boldly dare the utmost death of feares ; 
For we do know that this most faire fil'd roome 
Is loaden with most atick judgements, ablest spirits. 
Then whome there are none more exact, full, strong. 
Yet none more soft, benigne in censuring : 
I know ther 's not one asse in aU this presence — 
Not one callumnious rascall, or base Tillaine 
Of emptiest merit — ^that would taxe and slaimder. 
If Innocende her selfe should write, not one we know 't. 
O you are all the very breath of Phebus ; 
In your pleas'd gracings all the true life bloud 
Of our poore author Hves, — ^you are his very graces. 
Now if that any wonder why he 's drawn 
To such base soothings, know his play 's — ^The Fawnp. 
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t INTERLOCUTORES. 

Heecules disguised Faunus, Ikike of Ferrara, 
GoNZAGO, Duke of Urbin, a weake Lord of a selfe-admiring 

wisedome. 
TiBEEio, Sonne to Heecules. 
DuLGiMEL, Daughter to Gonzago. 
Fhilogalia, an honorahle learned Zadie, companion to the 

Frincesse Dulgimel. 
Geanuffo, a silent Lord. 
Don Zuggone, a causlesly jealous Lord, 
Donna Zoya, a vertuous, faire, wittie Lady, his Wife. 
S. Amoeoso Debile-Dosso, a sickly Knight. 
Donna Gaebetza, his Lady. 
Heeod Feappatoee, Brother to Sir Amoroso, and a 

vitious bragart, 
NiMPHADOEO, a yong Courtier, and a common Lover. 
DoNDOLO, a bald Foole. 
Benaldo, Brother to Heegules. 

FOUGIA, 7 TV 

^ > Two Ladies, Attendants on Dulgimel. 

DONNETTA, ) 

FuTTOTTA, a poore Laundresse qf the Court that washeth 
and diets Footemen. 




THE FAWNE. 




ACTUS PRIMUS. 

scejSta prima. 

Enter Hbecules and Ebnaldo. 



Her. 




: E E, yonder 's Urbm. ! Those fairs ap- 
pearing spires rise from the citie. You 
shall conduct me* no fiirther: retiimje 
to Ferrara : my dukedome, hy your 
care in my absence, shall lest constantly united, and moat 
religiously loyaU. 

Mm, My prince and brother, let my blood and love 
diaUengc the freedome of one question. 
Eer. You hav "t. 

Men. Why, in your stedier age, in strength of life 
And firmest wit of time, wilt you breake forth 
Those stricter Hmlta of regardfull state 
(Which with severe distinction you still kept). 
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And now to unknowne dangers you 1 give up 
Your selfe, Ferraras duke, and in your selfe 
The state and us ? Oh, my lov'd brother ! 
" Honour avoyda not only just defame , 
But flies all meanes that may ill voice his nams^ 

Her, Busie your seKe with no feares, for I shall rest 
most warie of our safetie, only some glimses I will give 
you for your satisfaction why I leave Ferrara. I have 
vowed to visit the court of Urbin in some disguise, as 
thus : my sonne, as you can well witnesse with me, could 
I never perswade to marriage, although my selfe was then 
an ever resolved widdower, and tho I proposed to him 
this verie ladie, to whome hee is gone in my right to 
negotiat ; now, how cooler bloud wil behave it selfe in this 
busines, would I have an only testimony, other contents 
shal I ^ve my seKe, as not to take love by attorney, or 
make my election out of tongues ; other suffisings there 
are which my regard would faine make sound to me: 
something of much you know; that, and what els you 
must not knowe, bids you excuse this kind of my de- 
parture. 

Hen, I commend all to your wisedome, and yours to 
the wisest. 

Her, Thinke not but I shall approve that more than 
folly which even now appeares in a most ridiculous ex- 
pectation : be in this assured, — " The bottoms of grwovtve 
is nothing like the to>ppeJ* Once more, fare you well. 

[Exit Benaldo. 
And now, thou ceremonious soverainty — 
Ye proud, severer, statefoll complements. 
The secret artes of rule — I put you off; 
Nor ever shall those manacles of forme 
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Once more lock up the appetite of bloud. / 

Tis now an age of man, whilst we are all strickt 

Have liv'd in awe of cariage reguler, 

Apted unto my place ; nor hath my life 

Once tasted of exorbitant affects, 

Wilde longings, or the least of disranct shapes. 

But we must once be wild ; tis auncient truth, 

O fortunate, whose madnes falles in youth ! 

WeU, this is text, who ever keepes his place 

In servile station, is all low and base. 

Shall I, because some few may cry. Light 1 vaine ! 

Beat down affection from desired rule ? 

He that doth strive to please the world 's a foole. | 

To have that feUowe crie, marke Mm, grave, 

See koto ausieerely he doth give example 

Offepre%%ed heaie and steddy life, 

Whilest my forc'd life against the streame of bloud 

Is tugg'd along, and, all to keepe the god 

Of fooles and women, — nice opinion. 

Whose strict preserving makes oft great men fooles, 

And fooles oft great men. No, thou world, know thus, 

" Ther 's nothing free but it is generous" [Exit. 



SCENA SECUNDA. 

Enter Nimphadoro and Herod. 

Hero. How now, my Kttle more then nothing, what 
newes is stirring ? 

Pag. All the citi 's a fire ! 
Ngm. On fire ? 
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Pag. With joy of tlie Prince Dulcimels birth-day.- 
there 's show upon show ; sport upon sport. 

Hero. What sport ? what sport P 

Fag, Marry, sir, to solemnize the princes birth-day. 
There's first, crackers, which runne into the ayre, and 
when they are at the top, like some ambitious strange 
hereticke, keepe a cracldng and a cracking, and then 
breake, and downe they come. 

Hero. A pretty crabbe ; he would yeeld tart juyce and 
he were squeez'd. 

Nym. What sport else P 

Fag. Other fire-workes. 

Hero. Spirit of wine, I cannot tell how these fire-works 
should be good at the solemnizing the birth of men or 
women. I am sure they are dangerous at their begetting. 
What, more fire-works, sir P 

Fag. There be squibs, sir ; which squibs, running upon 
lines, like some of our gawdie gallants, sir, keepe a 
smother, sir, with flishing and flashing, and, in the end, 
sir, they do, sir 

Nym. What, sirP 

Fag, Stink, sir. 

Hero. Tore Heaven, a most sweet youth 1 

Enter Dondolo. 

Don. Newes! newesi newesi newes! 
Hero, What, in the name of prophesie ? 
Nym. Art thou growne wise P 
Hero. Doth the duke want no mony P 
Nym, Is there a mayd found at twenty-four P 
Hero, Speake, thou three4egd tripos, is thy shippe of 
fooles a flote yet ? 
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Don* I lia many tilings in my liead to tell you. 

Hero* Is thy liead is alwaies workiiig ; it role 3, and it 
roles, Dontlolo^ but it gathers no mos&e^ DoQdolo. 

Don. Tihcrio, the Duke of Perraraes sonnc, excellently 
horsedj all upon Plaundera mares, is arrived at the court 
tliia very day^ somewhat late in the night- timD. 

Mero. An excellent nuntius. 

J5ott, Why, my gallants, I hare had a good wit^ 

Hero. Yes, troth, hut now tis growne like an almanake 
for the last yere — ^past date ; the mark 's out of my mouthy 
Dondolo. 

N^m, And whata the princes ambasaage? Thou art 
private with the duke j thou helongest to his cloae-stoole, 

JDon. Whyj cYcry foole knowes that ; I know it my seKe, 
man, as well as the hest man : hee ia come to sohcite a 
marriage betwixt his father, the Duke of Feraxaes, and our 
Duke of Urbms daughter, Doldmel. 

Ni/jn. Pitie of my paafiionsl Nymphadora shall loose 
one of his mistresses. 

Ssro. Nay, if thou hast more than one, the losse can 
nere bee greevous, since tis certaine lie that loves manyi 
formally J tiever loves any violently, 

Nym, Most trusted Frapp atore, b ray hand the weaker 
bemiAse it is divided into many fingers ? No, tis the more 
strongly nimble. I doe now love threescore and nine 
ladies, al of them most extreamly well, but I doe love the ' 
princes most extreamiy best ; but, in verio sighing sadnesse, 
I !ia lost all hope, and with that hope a ladie that is most 
rare, most laire, most wise, most sweet, most — — 

Uaro. Any thing ] true, but remember, still this faire, 
this wise, this sweetc, thia ail-of^excellenciej has in the 
tayle of aU — a woman. 
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Nym, Peace ! the presence fils against the prince ap- 
proacheth. Marke who enters. 

Her, My brother, Sir Anioro80-J)ebile-Dosso. ) 

Nym, Not he. 

Her, No, not he ? 

Nym, How is he chang'd ? 

Her, Why, growne the very dregs of the drabs cup. 

Nym, Babylon, thy walles are fallen ! Is he married ? 

Her, Yes ; yet still the ladies common, or the common 
ladies servant. 

Nym, How do's his owne ladie beare with him ? 

Her, Faith, like the Bomaine Milo bore with hinn when 
hee was a calfe, and now caries him when he 's growne an 
oxe. 

Nym, Peace ! the dnk 's at hand. 

Cornets. Enter Granuffo, Gonzago, Dulcimell, 
Philocalia, Zoia. 

Gon, Daughter, for that our last speech leaves the 
firmest print, be thus advis'd. When young Tiberio 
negotiates his fathers love, hold heedie guard over thy 
passions, and still keepe this Ml thought firme in thy 
reason : tis his old fathers love the yong man mooves (is 't 
not well thought, my lord, we must beare braine), and 
when thou shalt behold Tiberios life-ftdl eyes and weU- 
fild vaines, complexion firme, and hayres that curies with 
strength of lustie moysture (I thinke wee yet can speake, 
wee ha beene eloquent), thou must shape thy thoughts to 
apprehend his father well in yeeres — 

A grave wise prince, whose beautie is his honour, 
And well-past life ; and do not give thy thoughts 
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I^ast libertie to sBape tt divers acope 

(]VIy Lord Graniiifo, pray ye note my phraae). 

So shall thou not abuse thy yoamg«^r hope. 

Nor afflict us, who onely joy in Jife, 

To Bee thee his. 

Dul Gracious, my father, feaxuot ; I rest most dutious 
to your dispose* [Comort of Muiiqus, 

Gob, Set on, then j for the muaicke gives ua notice the 
prinee is hard at hand, 

Ttbeuio wiih his traine, mlh HebC^l19 dk^uked, 

Buh You are most welcome to our bng-desiring father. 
To us you are come 

Tih. From our long-desiring father- 

I>uL Is this your fathers true proportion ? 

{ShemsB a picture. 

Tik No, ladle ; but the perfect counterfeit, 

DuL And the best grac*t 

TUf. The painters art could yeeld, 

DuL I wonder he would send a counterfeit to moove 
our love I 

Gun. Heare, tbats my witj when I was eighteen old — 
sucli a prcttie toying ^^Ai had I ; but age hath made us 
wise* liiist uot, my lord ? 

TiJb* ^Vliy, fairest princes, if your eye disliie that deader 
peece, behold me his true forme and livelier image. Such 
my father hath becne, 

IhiL My lord, please you to sceut this flower. 

Tih* Tis withered, ladie— the flowers scent is gone, 

IM, Tliis hath beene such as you are — hath btene, sir. 
They say, in England, that a farre-fam'd frier had guirt 
the island round with a braase wall^ if that they could 
II. % 
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have catched Time is; but Time is past» left it still dipt 
with aged Neptime*s arme. 

Tii, Aurora yet keepes chast old Tithons bed. 

Dul. Yet blushes at it when she rises, 

Gon. Prettie, prettie — just like my yonger wit — ^you 
know it, my lord. 

Bui, But is your fathers age thus fresh — hath yet his 
head so many haires ? 

Tib, More, more, by many a one, 

BmL More, say you ? 

Tib, More. 

Dul, Eight, sir, for this hath none. Is his eye so 
quicke as this same peece makes him shew ? 

Tib, The curtesie of art hath given more life to that 
part than the sad cares of state would graunt my father. 

Dul, This model speakes about fortie. 

Tib, Then doth it somewhat flatter, for our father hath 
scene more ycarcs, and is a little shrunke from the full 
strength of time. 

Gon. Somewhat coldly prays'd. 

Dul, Your father hath a faire solicitor. 
And be it spoke with virgin modestie, 
I would he were no elder ; not that I doe flie 
His side for yeares, or other hopes of youth. 
But in regard the malice of lewd tonges, 
Quicke to deprave on possibilities 
(Almost impossibilities), will spread 
Humours to honour dangerous. 

[Dulcimel and Tiberio conferre jpripatly, 

Gon, What? whisper? I, my Lord Granuffo, twere fit 
To part their lippes. Men of discerning wit 
ThsAi hjive read Plinie can discourse or so ; 
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But give me practise : well experienc't age 

Is the true Delphos. I am no oracle. 

But yet lie prophesie. Weil, my Lord Granuffo, 

Tis fit to interrupt their privacie, 

Is't not, my lord ? • Now, sure, thou art a man . 

Of a most learned sdlence, and one whose words 

Have bin most pretious to me. Eight, I know thy heart ; 

Tis true, thy legges discourse with right and grace. 

And thy tonge is constant. Faire, my lord, 

Forbeare all, all privat closer conference ; 

What from your father comes, comes openly, 

And so must speake : for you must know my age. 

Hath scene the beings and the quide of things : 

I know dimensions and the termini 

Of all existens. Sir, I know what shapes 

Appetite formes ; but poUice and states 

Have more elected ends : your fathers sute 

Is with all publique grace received, and privat love 

Lnbraced. As for our daughters bent of mind, 

She must seeme somewhat nice ; tis virgins kind 

To hold long out ; if yet- she chance denie. 

Ascribe it to her decent modestie. 

Wee have beene a philosopher and spoke 

With much applause ; but now age makes us wise. 

And drawes our eyes to search the heart of thinges. 

And leave vaine seemings ; therefore you must know 

I would be loath the gaudie shape of youth 

Should one provoke, and not allowd of heate 

Or hinder, or ^for, sir, I know; and so, 

Therefore, before us time and place affords 

Free speech, else not. Wise neads use but ievr "wst^ 

In short breath. Know the Court oi \Iib\xk\LcMA 
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Your presence and your embassage so deere, 
That wee want meanes once to oppresse our heart 
But with our heart. Plaine meaning shunneth art ; 
You are most welcome (Lord Granuff a tricke, 
A figure, note) ; we use no Eethorick. 

[J^Gonzago. 

Remanent Hebcules, Nykphadobo, and Hebod. 

Hero. Did not Tiberio call his father foole P 

Nym. No ; he said yeares had weakned his youthfull 
quicknes. 

Hero. He swore he was bald ? 

Nym. No ; but not thicke-hayr'd. 

Her. By this light, lie sweare he said his father had 
the hipgout, the strangury, the fistula in ano, and a most 
unabydable breath, no teeth, lesse eyes, great fingers, little 
legges, an etemall fiuxe, and an everhisting cough of the 
longues. 

Nym. Fie, fie ! by this light he did not. 

Hero. By this light he should ha done then. Home on 
him, threescore and five, to have and to hold a ladie of 
fifteene. O Misenzius 1 a tirannie equall if not above thy 
torturing ; thou didst bind the living and the dead bodies 
togeather, and forced them so to pine and rott ; but this 
crueltie binds brest to brest not onely diflferent bodies, but, 
if it were possible, most unequall minds togeather, with 
an inforcement even scandalous to Nature. Now the 
layle deliver me, an intelligencer — ^be good to mee, ye 
cloysters of bondage I Of whence art thou ? 

Her. Of Ferrara. 

Hero. A Ferrares, what to mee. Camest thou In witb 
the Prince Tiberio? 
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Her, Willi tlie Prince Tiberio, Wlxal to tliat ? You 
will not rayle at me, \nli you? 

Hero, Who, I ? I rayle at one of Ferrara — a lerazes f 
Koe. Bidst thou ride ? 

Her, No, 

Hero. Hast thou wome socks ? 

Her. No- 

Hero* Then hlesaed be the most happy gravel betwixt 
thy toes I 1 doe prophesie thy tirannising ytch shall Ije 
honorable J and thy right worship ftdl louse shall appeare in 
full presence. Art thou an ofEccr to the prince ? 

Her. I am ; what a that ? 

Hero, My cap I what officer ? 

S^. Yeoman of his bottles. What to that ? 

Hern, My Hppel thy name, good yeoman of the 
bottles ? 

Her. Pawnus. 

iV^TO* Fawn us? an old courtier? I wonder thou art 
in no better clothes and pbuse, Favvnus 1 

Her. I may be in better place, sir, and with you of 
more regard, if this match of our dukes uitermarriage with 
the keire of Urbin proceed , the Duke of TJrbin dying, and / 
OUT lorde oomming in his indies right of title to your 
dukedome. 

Hero. Why then abalt thou, oh yeoman of the bottels^ 
become a maker of Tna^nificoes. Thou shalt begge some 
od suitj and change thy old ahert, pare thy beard, dense 
thy teeth J and eate apricocks, marrie a rich widdoWj or a 
crackt ladie, whose case thou shalt make good. Tlien, my 
Fythagoras, shall thou and I make a transmigration of 
soules : thou slialt marry my daughter, or my wife shall be 
thy gratious mistria, Sevenieene puncks shall be thy 
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proporcion. Thou sbalt begge to thy comfort of deane 
lynnen, eate no more fresh beefe at supper, or save the 
broth for next dales porredge ; but the flesh pots of Egypt 
rfiall fatten thee, and the grasehopper shall flourish in thy 
sommer. 

Nym, And what dost thou thinke of the dukes over- 
ture of marriage ? 

Hero, What doe you thinke ? 

Her. May I speake boldly as at Alleppo ? 

Nym, Speake till thy lungs ake, talke out thy teeth ; here 
are none of those cankers, these mischiefes of societies 
intelligencers, or informers, that wil cast rumor into the 
teeth of some Laelius Baldus, a man cruelly eloquent and 
bluddily learned. No ; what sayest thou, Fawnus ? 

Her. With an undoubted brest thus, I may speake 
boldly. 

Hero, By this night, ile speake broadly first, and thon 
wilt, man. Our Duke of Urbin is a man very happily 
madd, for he thinkes himself right perfectly wise, and 
inost demonstratively learned — nay, more 

Her, No more — lie on. Me thinkes the younge lord 
our Prince of Ferrara so bounteously adorned with all of 
grace, feature, and best shaped proportion, faire use of 
speech, full opportunitie, and that which makes the sym- 
pothie of all equalitie, of heate, of yeares, of bloud. Mee 
thinkes these loadstones should attract the mettall of the 
young princes rather to the sonne than to the noysome^ 
cold, and most weake side of his halfe-rotten father. 

Hero, Tha'rt ours — tha'rt ours. Now dare we speake as 
"boldly as if Adam had not fallen, and made us all slaves, _ 
Hark ye, the duke is an arrant doting asse — an asse— an^ 
in the knowledge of my verie sence, will tume a foolis]^ 
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animall ; for Hs sonne will prove like one of Bnll^s priestSi 
Lave aU tlie flesh presented to the idoll hia father, but he 
ia the iii^^ht will feede 0Ti*t — will devoure it* lie wHl, 
yeomaxi of the hottels^ he wHi, 

M^r. Now J gentlemen, I am sure the lust of Bpeechhath 
equaHy drenched us aU \ know I am no servant to this 
Prince Tiherio. 

Eero. Not? 

Her, Not, hut one to him out of some private urging 
most vowed --one that pursues him hvit for opportunity of 
safe satisfaction. Now, if ye eau preferre my service to 
him, I shall rest yours wholy. 

Hero, Lust in the divels mouth I thou shalt have place \ 
Fawne, thou, shalt ! Behold this generous Nymph adora, a 
gallant of clean e boote, straight back^ and beard of a most 
hopefuU expectation, lie ia a servant of faire Duleimels, 
her very, creature, borne to the princes sole adoration; a 
man so spent in time to her, that pittie (if no more of 
grace) must follow him when we have gayned the roome, 
Seconde his suite^ Hercules, Ee he your intelligeucer. 

Her. Onr very heart, and, if neede be, worke to moat 
desperate euds, 

JJdro. Well urged. 

Htr. Wordes fit acquaintauce, hut ful actions friends, 

N^rru Thou shalt not want, Fawnu3. 

Her. you promise welU 

Hero. Be thou hut firme, that old doting iniquitie of 
age — that only eyed lecherous duke, thy lord — shall he 
baffeld to extr earnest derision* His sonne prove his foole 
fathers owne issue, 

Npn. And wee, and thou with us, blessed and inriched 
past all miserie of possible eontcmptj and above the hopes 
of greatest conjectures. 
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Her. Nay, aa for wealthy vllia tmretur mlffun. I knon 
by hia pliystogiiomy, for wealth he is of my addiction, andl 
bid*a a fico for't. 

Nym, Why, thou art but a yoBger brother % but poor 
Baldazozo. 

Hero. Faith, to speake truth, my meaua are written in 
the booke of fate, as yet unknow^ne i and yet I am at my 
foole, and my hunting gelding. Come, Viahj to 
feastfui! entertainment. 

[IkemL Eermnmi HercidjeSi 

Her, I never knew till now how old I was. 
By him by whom, we are, I thinke a prince, 
Whoae tender sufferance never felt a gnst 
Of boulder breathingB, but; still liv'd gently fann*d 
With the soft gales of his o^vne flatterers lippeSj 
Shall never know his own oomplexion. 
Deere sleepe and lust, I thtmke you \ hut for you, 
MortaU till now I scarse had knowne my selfe. 
Thou p'atefull poysoUj sleeke mischiefe, Flatterie, 
Thou dreamefull slumber (that doth fall on kings 
Ab soft and soone as their first holy oyle). 
Be thou for ever dam'd ; I now repent 
Severe indictions to some sharpe stiles ; 
Freeuea, so *t grow not to licentiousnes. 
Is gretfuJl to just states. Most spotlease kingdume, 
And men, happie home under good starrs, 
"Where ivhat is honest you may freely think e, 
Speoke what you thinke, and write what you doe speake, 
Isoi bound to servile soothings. But since our rancke 
Hath ever been afihcted ^ith these flyea 
(That blow corruption on the sweetest vert nesj, 
I "will revenge us all upon you aU 
With the same stratagem we still are caught. 
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Flatterie it; selfe ; and sore all knowe the shaipeoesse 

Of leprehensiye language is even blunted 

To full contempt ; since i\& is now term'd fiidiion^. 

And most aie growne to ill even with defence, 

I Yow to wast this most prodigious heat. 

That &ls into my age like scorching flames 

In depth of numb'd December, in flattering all 

In all of their extreamest Yitiousnesse, 

Till in their own lov'd race they ML mast lame. 



And meet full butte the dose of Yices shame. 



/ 
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SCENA PRIMA. 

Herod and Ntmphadoro with napkins in their hands, 
followed by Fage% with stoolea and meat. 

Hero^ I^^^kEOME, sir, a stoole boy, these court 
feasts are to us servitors court fasts — 
such scambling, such shift for to eate, 
and whete to eate. Here a squire of lowe 
degree hath got the carkasse of a plover, there pages of 
the chamber divide the spoiles ol a tatterd phesant ; here 
the sewer has friended a countrey gentleman with a sweet 
green goose, and there a yong fellow that late has bought 
his office, has caught a woodcocke by the nose, with cups 
full overflowing. 

Nym. But is not Eawnus prefer'd with a right hand? 

Hero, Did you ever see a fellow so spurted up in a 
moment ? He has got the right earc of the duke, the 
prince, princesse, most of the lords, but all the ladies ; 
why, hee is become their onely minion, usher, and sup- 
porter. 

Nym, He hath gotten more lov'd reputation of vertue, 
of learning, of all graces, in one houre, than all your 
snarling reformers have in 

Hero, Nay, thats unquestionable ; and, indeed, what a 
fruitles labor, what a filling of Danaes tubbe, is it become 
to inveigh against folliel Communitie takes away the 
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sence, and example the shame. No, prayse me these fel- 

lowes, haDg on their chariot wheele, 

And mount with them whom fortune heaVfes, nay, drives ; 

A stoycall sowerajyertua_ap.]dnm thrives. 

OpposTsuch fortune, and then burst with those are pitied. 

The hill of Chaunce is pav'd with poore mens bones, - 

And bulkes of luckless soules, oyer whose eyes | 

Their chariot wheeles must ruthles grate that rise. 

Enter Hercules, /r^s^i^y mted, 

Nym, Behold that thing of most fortunate, most pro-» 
sperous impudence, Don Fanus himselfe. 

Hero, Blessed and long-lasting bee thy carnation ribban, 

man of more than wit, much more than vertue — of for- 
tune ! Fawnus, wilt eate any of a young spring sallet ? 

Her. Where did the hearbs grow, my gaUant, where did 
they grow ? 

Hero. Hard by in the citiehere. 

Her, No, He none — lie eate no citie hearbes, no citie 
Toots ; for here in the dttie a man shall have his excre- 
ments in his teeth againe within foure and twentie houres* 

1 love no citie sallets. Has't any canarie ? 

Nym. How the poore snake wriggles with his suddain 
warmth. [Herod drinkes. 

Hero. Here, Fawnus, a health as deepe as a female. 

Her. Fore Jove ! we must be more indeer'd. 

Nym. How doost thou feele thy seKe now, Fawne ? 

Her. Verie womanly with my fingers. I protest I thinks 
I shall love you. Are you married ? I am truely taken 
with your vertues. Are you married P 

Hero. Yes. 

Her. Why, J like jou well for it. . 
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Hero. No, troth, Eawne, I am not married. 

Her. Why, I like you better for it j fore Heayen ! I 
must love you ! 

Hero. Why, Fawne, why P 
. Her. Fore Heayen I you are blest with three raregraoes 
— ^fine linnen, cleane linings, a sanguine complexion, and I 
am sure, an excellent wit, for you are a gentleman borne. 

Hero. Thanke thee, sweet Fawne; but why is cLeane 
linnen such a grace, I prethee P 

Her. Oh, my excellent and inward deerely-approoyed 
friend I What 's your name, sir P Gleanne linnen is the 
first our life crayes, and the last our death enjoyes. 
, Hero. But what hope rests for NymphadoroP Thou 
art now within the buttons of the prince. Shall the duke 
his father many the ladie P 

Her. Tis to be hoped not, 

Nym. That 's some releefe as long as ther 's hope. 

Her. But sure, sir, tis abnost undoubted the ladie will 
Carrie him. 

Nym. pestilent ayre ! is there no plot so cunning, no 
surmise so false, no way of ayoidance P 

Her. Hast thou any pittie either of his passion or the 
ladies yeares — a gentleman in the summer and hunting 
season of his youth, the ladie met in the same warmth. 
Wer 't not to bee wept that such a saplesse chafing-dish- 
nsing old dotard as the Duke of Ferrara, with his withered 
hand, shoulde plucke such a bud, such a — Oh, the life of 
eence! 

Nym. Thou art now a perfect courtier of just fashion; 
good grace, canst releeye us P 

Her. Ha ye any money P 

Nym. Pish, Fawne,. we are young gallanta I 
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S^t The liker to have no mony. But, my young gal- 

JflntSj to spcake like my selfe, I mast hugge your humor. 

Wtyj looke you, there is fate, destmy, constdlationa, and 

pknets (which, though they are under nature, yet they are 

above women). Who hath read the booke of chaunce? No, 

cherish your hope, sweeten your imaginations with 

thoughts of — Ah 1 why^ women are the most giddie, uncer- 

taiiie motions under heaven* Tis neither proportion of 

body, vertue of minde, amplitude of fortune, greatnesse of 

blood, but onely meere chance ftUl appetite swayes them ; 

irMcb makes some one Eke a man, he it hat for the paring 

of Ms uales, Viah, as for ineqnalitie, art not a gentleman ? 

Nifm. That / am \ and my beniticence shall shew it, 

Mm\ I know you are, by the onely word htinificence, which 

onely speakes of the future tenco (shall know it) i but 

may I breath in your bosoms ? I onely feare Tiberio wiE 

abase his fathers trust, and so make your hopes desperate. 

N^ti, How? — the prince? Would liee onely stood 

erosse to my wishes, he should, find me an ItaliaUi 

Ser^ How an Italian F 

S&ro. By thy ayd an Italian ; deere Fawnus, thou art 
now wriggled into the princes bosome, and thy sweet hand 
should minister that neetar to him should make him im- 
mortall. Nymph ad oro^ in direct phrase, thou shotddst 
murther the prince, so re?enge thine owue wronges, and be 
rewarded for that revenge, 

ffer. Afore the light of my eyes, I tMnke I shall admire^ 
wonder at you* What! ha ye plots^ projects, corre- 
spottdencea, and stratagems ? Why are not you in better 
place? 

M^kT Sir Amohoso. 
Who's this f 
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Hero, My eldest brother, Sir Amoroso Debili-Doso! 

Her. Oh, I know him I God bless thine eyes, sweet 
Sir Amoroso ! A rom — a vin de monte to the health of 
thy chyne, my deere sweet signiour I 

Sir A. Pardon, me, sir; I drinke no wine this spring. 

Hero, Oh, no, sir; hee takes the diet this spring 
alwaies. Boy, my brothers bottell. 

Sir A, Faith, Fawne, an odde unwholsome cold makes 
mee still hoarse and rhumatique. 

Hero, Yes, in troth, a paltrie murre. Last morning, 
hee blew nine bones out of his nose with an odde unwhole- 
some murre. How do's my sister, your ladie ? What do'a 
she breed ? 

Her, I perceive, knight, you have children. Oh ! tis a 
blessed assurance of Heavens favour, and long-lasting 
name, to have many children. ^ 

Sir A, But I ha none, Fawne, now. 

Her. O that 's most excellent — a right speciall happi- 
nesse. Hee shall not bee a drudge to his cradle, a slave 
to his childe ; hee shall be sure not to cherish anothers 
blood, nor toyle to advance, paradventure, some rascals lust* 
Without children, a man is undog'd, his wife almost a 
maide. Messalina, thou cryedst out, blessed barren- 
nesse ! Why, once with child, the verie Venus of a ladies 
entertainment hath lost all pleasure. 

Sir A, By this ring, Fawnus, I doe hugge thee with 
most passionate affection, and shall make my wife thanke 
thee. 

Hero, Nay, my brother grudgeth not at my probable 
inheritance. He meanes once to give a younger brother 
hope to see fortune. 

iV^w, And yet I heare, Sir Amorosus, you eherish your 
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loynes with high art, the onely ingrosser of eringoes, pre* 
par'd cantharides, cullesses made of dissolved pearle and 
bras'd amber, the pith of parkets, and canded lamstones 
are his perpetuall meats. Beds made of the downe under 
pigeons winges aiid goose-necks, fomentations, bathes, 
dectuaries, fidctions, and all the nurses of most forcible ex- 
cited concupiscence, hee useth with most nice and tender 
jndustrie. 

Her, Pish, Zuccoli I No, Nymphadoro, if Sir Amorous 
would ha children, let him lie on a mattres, plow or 
thresh, eate onyons, garlick, and leeke porredge. Pharaoh 
and his councell were mistaken; and their devise to hinder 
the encrease of procreation in the Israelites with inforcing 
them to much laboure of bodie, and to feed hard, with 
beetes, garlike, and onions (meat that make the orrigi* 
nail of man most sharpe and taking), was absurd. No, hee 
should have given barlie bread, lettice, mellones, cucumers, 
huge store of veale, and fresh beefe, blowne uppe their 
^h, held them from exercise, rould them in feathers, and 
most suerely scene them drunke once a day, then would 
they at their best have begotten but wenches, and in short 
£heir generation iofeebled to nothing. 

Sir A, Oh, devine Fawnus, where might a man take up 
fortie pound in a commodity of garlike and onions? 
Nymphadoro, thine care. 

Her, Come, what are you fleering at ? Ther ^s some 
Weakenes in your brother you wrinkle at thus ; come, pre- 
ihee, imparte, what we are mutually incorporated, tumd 
one into another, brued togeather. Come, I beleeve you s 
flpce familiar, with your sister, and it were knowne, . 

Hero. Witch, Fawnus, witch ! Why, how dost dreame I 
live ? Ist fower score a y eare, thinkst tlxo\x» TJ»iDJ«isis^ "sss^ 
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geldings, my pages, foote-dotlies, my best feeding, high 
play, and excellent company P No, ids from henoe, from 
hence, I mynt some foiire hundred pound a yeere. 

Her. Dost thou live like a porter, by the backe, boy P ) 

Hero. As for my weake-raind brother, hang him 1 Hee 
has sore shinnes. Dam him, Hetorodite, his braine's 
perished 1 His youth spent his foder so fast on others 
cattle, that hee now wants for his owne winter. I am fiEdne 
to supplie, Fawne, for which I am supplyed. 

Her, Dost thou braunch him, boy ? 

Hero, What else, Fawne ? 

Her, What else P Nay, tis enough. Why, many men 
corrupt other mens wives, some their maides, others their 
I neighbours daughters ; but to lie with ones brothers wed- 
locke, 0, my dear Herod, tis vile and uncommon lust. 

Hero. Fore Heaven, I love thee to the hearte ! Well, I 
may prayse God for my brothers weakenes, for I assure 
thee the land shal discend to me, my little Fawne. 

Her, To thee, my little Herod? Oh, my rare rascaU* 
I do find more and more in thee to wonder at, for thou 
art, indeed — ^if I prosper, thou shalt know what. Whose 
this ? [Enter Don. Zuocw 

Hero, What ! know you not Don Zuccone, the onely 
desparatly rayling lord at's lady that ever was confidently 
melancholy — that egregious ideot, that husband of the 
most wittie, faire (and be it spoken with many mens true 
greefe), most chast Lady Zoyal But we have entered 
into a confederade of afflicting him. 

Her, Plots ha you laid P Inductions, daungerous ? 

Nym, A quiet bosome to my sweete Don. Are you 
going to visit your ladie P 

2hic. What a dock istP Is it past three? 
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Hero, Past foure, I assure you, sweet don. 

Zuc. Oh, then, I may be admitted. Her afternoons 
privat nap is taken. I shall take her napping. I heare 
ther 's one jealous that I lie with my owne wife, and begins 
to withdraw his hand. I protest, I Yowe, and you will, on 
my knees — lie take my sacrament on it, I lay not with 
her this foure yeare — this foure yeare; let her not be. 
tum'd upon me, I beseech you. 

Her. My deere don P 

Zuc, Oh, Faunus, do'st know our ladie P 

Her. Tour ladie? 

2hic. No, our lady. For the love of charitie, incorpo- 
rate with her ; I would have all nations and degrees, all 
ages, know our lady ; for I covet only to be imdoubtedly 
notorious. 

Her, For in deede, sir, a repressed fame mountes like 
eamomyll — the more trod down, the more it growes. 
Things knowne common and undoubted, lose rumour. 

Nym. Sir, I hope yet your conjectures may erre. Tour 
lady keeps full face, unbated roundnes, cherefdll aspect. 
Were she so infamously prostitute, her cheeke would fell, 
her colour fade, the spirit of her eye would die. 

Zuc. Oh, young man, such women are like Danaus 
tubbe ; and, in deede, all women are like AchiUous, with 
whom Hercules wrastling, he was no sooner hurl'd to the 
earth, but hee rose uppe with double vigor. Their fell . 
strei^heneth them. 

Enter Dondolo. 

Don. Newes, newes, newes, newes ! Oh, my deare don, 
be rays'd — be joviald — ^be triumphant I Ah, my deere don ! 

Nym. To me first, in private, thy newes, I pree theft. 

Don. Will you be secret ? 

II. ^ 



34 THE FAJTNE. [act ii. 

Nym. A my life. 
Don, As you are generous P 
Nym, As I am generous. 
Bon, Don Zuccones ladie 's with child. 
Her. Nymph. Nymph., what is't P — ^what 's the newes ? 
Nym. Tou will be secret P 
Hero. Scilence it selfe. 

Nym. Don Zuccones ladie 's with child apparantly. 
Her, Herod, Herod, what 's the matter, pree thee P The 
newes ? 

Hero. Tou must tell no bodie P 

Her. As I am generous 

Hero. Don Zuccones ladie 's with child apparantly. 
Zuc. Fawne, whats the whisper? — ^whats the fooles 
secret newes ? 

Her. Truth, my lord, a thing that — that — ^well, I faith, 
it is not fit you know it ! 

Zic. Not fit I know it P As thou art baptis'd, tell me 
— tell me. 

Her. WiU you plight your patience to it ? 
Zuc. Speake, I am a very block. I will not be mov'd 
— I am a very blocke. 

Her. But if you should grow disquiet (as, I protest, it 
would make a saint blaspheame), I should be unwilling to 
procure your impatience. 

Zic. Yes, doe ! Burst me I burst me 1 burst me with 
longing! 

Her. Nay, faith, tis no great matter! Harke ye, 
youle teU no body ? 
Zuc. Not. 

Her. As you are noble ? 
Zuc. As I am honest. 
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Her, Your ladie wife apparantly with child. 

Zuc. With child? 

Her. With child. 

Zuc. Foole! 

Her. My don. 

Zuc. Witli child! — ^by the pleasure of generation, I 

prodaime I lay not with her this Give us patience ! 

— give us patience ! 

Her. Why ? my lord, tis nothing to weare a forker. 

Zuc, Heaven and earth 1 

Her. All thinges under the moone are subject to their 
mistris grace. Horns ! Lend me your ring, my don — 
lie put it on my finger. Now tis on yours againe. Why, is 
the gold DOW ere the worse in lustre or fitness ? 

Zuc. Am I us'd thus ? 

Her. I, my lord, true. Nay, to be — (looke ye, marke 
ye) — ^to bee us'd like a deade oxe — to have your owne 
hide pluckt on — to bee drawne on, with your owne home, 
— ^to have the lordshippe of your father, the honour of your 
auncestors, maugre your beard, to discend to the base lust 
of soome groome of your stable, or the page of your 
chamber. 

Zuc. Oh, Phalaris ! thy bull ! 

Sir A. Good don, ha patience! you are not the only 
cuckold ! I would now be separated. 

2hAc. 'Las 1 that's but the least drop of the storme of 
my revenge ! I will unlegittimate the issue ! What I wiU 
doe shall be horrible but to thinke. 

Her. But, sir 

Zuc. But, sir, I will doe what a man of my forme may 
do ; and laugh on, laugh on, doe Sir Amorous — you kave. 
a ladie, too. 
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Hero, But, my sweet lord 

Zw, Doe not anger me, least I most dreadfully curse 
thee, and wish thee married 1 Oh, Zuccone, spitte white, 
spitte thy gall out. The only boone I crave of Heaven is 

But to have my honors inherited by a bastard I 

will be most tirannous — blooddily tirannous in my re- 
venge, and most terrible in my curses 1 Live to grow 
' blind with lust, sencelesse with use, loathed after, flattered 
before, hated alwaies, trusted never, abhorred ever ; and 
. last, may she live to weare a mest foule smocke seven 
weekes togeather, Heaven, I beseech thee ! [Exit, 

Zoy, Is he gone? — ^is he blowne of ? Now, out upon 
him, unsufferably jealous foole. 

Eater Zoya and Povea. 

Don, Lady! 

Zoy, Didst thou give him the fam'd report ? Do's he 
beleeve I am with child? Do's he give faith ? 

Bon, In most sinceritie, most sincerely. 

Her, Nay, tis a pure foole! I can tell yee he was 
bred up in Germany. 

Nym, But the laughter rises, that hee vowes he lay not 
in your bed this foure yeare, with such exquisite protesta- 
tions. 

Zoy, That 's most full truth. He hath most imjustly 
(severed his sheetes ever since the old Duke Pietro (Heaven 
'rest his soule !) . 

Bon, Fie ! You may not pray for the dead ; tis in- 
different to them what you say, 

Nym, WeU sayd, foole. 

Zoy, Ever since the old Duke Pietro, th^ great devill of 
hell torture his soule 
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Ban, 0, ladie ! yet cliaritie. 

2by. Why P tis indifferent to them what you say, foole ; 
but do's my lord ravell out? do's he fret? For pitie of 
an aflicted ladie, load him soundly ; let him not goe deere 
from yexation : hee has the most dishonourably, with the 
most smfull, most yitious obstinade, persevered to wronge 
m^, that, were I not of a male constitution, twere im- 
possible for mee to survive it ; but in madnesse name, let 
lum on. I ha not the weake fence of some of your soft- 
eyed whimpering ladies, who, if they were us'd like me, 
would gall their fingers with wringing their handes, looke 
like bleeding Lucresses, and shed salt water ynough to 
powder all the beefe in the dukes larder. No, I am reso- 
lute Donna Zoya. Ha ! that wives were of my mettall I 
I would make these ridiculously jealous fooles howle like 
a starved dogge before he got a bit. I was created to be 
the affliction of such an unsanctified member, and will 
boyle him in his owne sirupe. 

Enter Zuccone, listening. 

Her, Peace I the woolfes eare takes the winde of us. 

Hero, The enemie is in ambush. 

Zoy. If any man ha the wit, now let him talke wantonly 
but not bau^y. Come, gallants, who 'le be my servants ? 
I am now verie open-harted and fiill of entertainment. 

Her, Grace mee too call you mistres. 

Nym. Or me ? 

Hero, Or me ? 

Sir Am, Or me? 

Zoy, Or all I I am taken with you all — ^with you all I 

Her. As, indeed, why should any woman oilA^\w^ ^bjj 
one mtm, since it ia reasonable womeu ^\k.o\[idL ^^^ i^ 
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perfection, but al perfection never rests in one man. Many 
men liave many vertues, but ladies should love many 
vertues, tberfore ladies should love many men ; for as in 
women, so in men ; some woman hath only a good eye, — 
one can discourse beautifully, if she doe not laugh, — one 's 
well favoured to her nose, — another hath onely a good 
brow, — ^tother a plumpe lippe, — a third onely holdes 
beautie to the teeth, and there the soyle alters. Some, 
peradventure, hold good to the breast, and then downe* 
warde tume like the drempt-of image, whose head was 
gold, breast silver, thighes yron, and all beneath day and 
earth : one onely winkes eloquently, — another onely kisses 
well, — tother onely talkes well, — a fourth onely lyes welL 
So, in men, one gallant has onely a good face, — another 
has onely a grave methodical! beard, and is a notable wise 
fellow untiU he speakes, — a third onely makes water weU, 
and thats a good provoking qualitie, — one onely sweares 
well, — another onely speakes well, — a third onley do's 
well. All in their kinde good : goodnesse is to bee 
affected ; therefore they, it is a base thing, and indeed an 
impossible, for a worthy minde to bee contented with the 
whole world, but most vile and abject to be satisfied with 
one point of the world. 

. Zoy, Excellent Faunus 1 I kisse thee for this, by this 
hand. 

^ir Am, I thought aswell : kisse me to, deere mistresse. 

Zoy, No, good Sir Amorous; your teeth hath taken 
rust, your breath wants ayring, and indeed I love sound 
kissing. Come, gallants, who le run a caranto, or leape a 
levalto ? 

Her, Take heed, ladie, &om offending or brusing the 
hope of your womb. 
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Zoy, No matter ; now I lia tlie sleight, or rather the 
&8hion of itj^ I feare no barrennesse. 

Her, 0, but you know not your husbands aptnesse. 

Zoy, Husband ! husband I as if women could have no 
children without husbands. 

Nym, I, but then they will not be so like your husband. 

^ty. No matter, thei 'le be like their father ; tis honour 
ynough to my husband that they vouchsafe to call him 
&ther, and that his land shall discend to them (do's hee 
not gnash his very teeth in anguish P) Like our husband ? 
I had rather they were ungroand for. Like our husband ? — 
proove such a melancholy 'jealous asse as he is? Do's he 
not stampe P 

Nym. But troth, your husband has a good face. 

Zoy. Paith, good ynough face for a husband. Come, 
gallants, lie daunce to mine owne whistle : I am as light 

now as Ah ! [she eings and daunces], A kisse to 

you^ to my sweet free servants. Dreame on me, and adue. 

[Exit Zoya. 
ZuccoNE discovers himseffe. 

Zue. I shall loose my wits. 

Her, Be comforted, deere don, you ha none to lee^e. i 

^. My wife is growne like a Dutch crest, alwaies 
rampant, rampant : fore I will endure this aflfliction, I will 
live by raking cockles out of kennels ; nay, I will run my 
countrey, — ^forsake my religion, — ^goe weave fustians,— or 
rowle the wheele-barrow at Eotterdam. 

Her. I would be divorced, dispite her friends, or the 
oath of her chamber-maide. 

Zuc. Nay, I will be divorced, in dispite of em aU ; lie 
goe to law with her. 
' Her. Thats excellent ; nay, I would go& \.o'\a:<»^» 
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Zuc, Nay, I will goe to law. 

Her. Why, thats sport alone, what though it be most 
exacting ; wherefore is money P 

Zuc. True, wherefore is money P 

Her. What, though you shall pay for everie quill, each 
droppe of inke, each minnam, letter, tittle, comma, pricke, 
each breath, nay, not onely for thine owne orators prating, 
but for some other orators sdlence, — ^though thou must 
buy sdlence with a fiill hand,-r-tiB well knowneDemosthenes 
tooke above two thousand pound once only to hold his 
peace, — ^though thou a man of noble gentrie, yet you 
must waight, and besiege hisf studie dore, which will 
proove more hard to be entred than old Troy, for that was 
gotten into by a wooden horse ; but the entrance of this 
may chaunce cost thee a whole stocke of cattell, otes et 
boves, et catera pecora campi; — though then thou must sit 
there, thrust and contemned, bare-headed to a grograine 
scribe, readie to start up at the dore creaking, prest to get 
in, with your leave, sir, to some surly groome, the 
third Sonne of a rope-maker : — ^what of all this ? 

Zuc. To a resolute minde these torments are not felt. 

Her. A verie arrant asse, when hee is hungrie, will feed 
on, though hee bee whipt to the bones, and shall a verie 
arrant .asse, Zuccone, be more vertuously patient than a 
noble 

Don. No, Fawne, the world shal know I have more 
vertue than so 

Her. Doe so, and be wise. 

Zuc. I will, I warrant thee: so I may be revenged, 
what care I what I doe P 

Her, Call a dogge worshipfull P 

Zuc, Nay, I will ei^ibrace, — ^nay, I will embrace a Jakes- 
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fanner, after eleven a docke at nighty — ^I will stand baie, 
and give wall to a bellowes-mender,— pawne my lordship, 
— sell my foot-doth, — ^but I will be reveng'd. Do's she 
thinke she has married an asse P 

Her. A fode ? • 

Zuc, A ooxeoombe P 

Her-. A ninny-hammer P 

Zuc. AwoodcockeP 

Her. AcalfeP 

Zue. No, she shall finde that I ha eyes. 

Her. And braine. 

Zue. And nose. 

Her. And fore-head. 

2iue, She shall, yfaith, Pawne; she shall, she shall, 
sweet Fawne ; she shall, yfaith, old boy ; it joyes my blood 
to thuike on 't ; she shall, yfaith. Farewell, lov'd Fawne ; 
sweet Fawne, feurewell : she shall, yfeith, boy. 

[Exit Zucoone. 

Enter Gokzago and Gbanuffo, with Dulgimell. 

Oon. We would be private, ondy Faunus stay ; [Exeunt. 
He is a wise fellow, daughter, a verie wise fellow, for he is 
still just of my opinion. My Lord Granuffo, you may 
likewise stay, for I know youl say nothing. Say on^ 
daughter. 

Dul. And as I told you, sir, Tiberio being sent, 
Grac't in high trust, as to negotiate 
His royall fathers love, if he neglect 
The honour of this faith, just care of state. 
And everie fortune that gives likdyhood 
To his best hopes, to drawe our weaker heart 
To his owne love (as I protest he do's) r 
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Oon. lie rate the prince with such a heat of breath. 
His eares shall glow ; nay, I discover'd 1dm ; 
I read his eyes, as I can read an eye, 
Tho it speake in darkest caracters, I can ; 
Can we not, Fawne ? — can we not, my lord? 
Why, I conceive you now ; I understand you both. 
You both admire ; yes, say is 't not hit P 
Though we are old, or so, yet we ha wit. 

Dul, And you may say (if so your wisedome please. 
As you are truely wise), how weake a creature 
Soft woman is to beare the seidge and strength 
Of so prevailing feature and feire language. 
As that of his is ever : you may adde 
(If so your wisedome please, as you are wise) 

Gon, As mortall man may be. 

Bui. I am of yeares apt for his love ; and if he should 
In private urgent sute, how easie twere [proceed 

To win my love : for you may say (if so 
Your wisedome please) you find in me 
A very forward passion to injoy him. 
And therefore you beseech him seriously 
Straight to forbeare, with such dose cunning arte 
To urge his too well-graced suite : for you 
(If so your lordship please) may say I told you alL 

Gon, Goe to, goe to ; what I will say, or so, 
TJntill I say none but my seKe shall know. 
But I will say, Goe to ; do's not my colour rise P 
It shall rise ; for I can force my bloud 
To come and goe, as men of wit and state 
Must sometimes faine their love, sometimes their hate. 
That 's pollicie now ; but come with this free heate. 
Or this same Eatrq or Enthusiasm^ 
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(For these are phrases both poeticall) ; 
Will we goe rate the prince, and make him see 
Himselfe in ns ; that is, our grace and wits 
Shall shew his shapeles foUie, — ^vice kneeb whiles vertue ") 
sitts. 

Enter Tibebio. 

But see, we are prevented, daughter, in 

It is not fit thy selfe should heare what I 

Must speake of thy most modest, wise, wise mind ; 

For tha'rt carefull, sober, in all most wise. [-En^Dulcimell. 

And in deed our daughter. My Lord Tiberio, 

A horse but yet a colt may leave his trot, 

A man but yet a boy may well be brok^ 

From vaine addictions ; the head of rivers stopt. 

The channell dries ; he that doth dread a fire. 

Must put out sparkes ; and he who feares a bull, 

Must cut his homes off when he is a calfe. 

Frincipm obsta, saith a learned man. 

Who, though he was no duke, yet he was wise. 

And had some sence or so. 

Tib. What meanes my lord ? 

Qon, Lah, sir! thus men ofbraine can speake indoudes, 
Which weake eyes cannot pearce ; but, my faire lord. 
In direct phrase thus, my daughter tels me plaine, 
You goe about with most direct intreates 
To gaine her love, and to abuse her father. 
O, my faire lord, will you, a youth so blest 
With rarest gifts of fortune and sweete graces, 
Offer to love a young and tender ladie ; 
Will you, I say, abuse your most wise father, 
Who, tho he fireeze in August, and his calbe^ 
Are sundr into Ma toes, yet may wel wed oua: fljaxv^X^t, 
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As old as lie is in wit P Will you, I say P 
(For by my troth, my lord, I must be plaine.) 
My daughter is but young, and apt to love 
So fit a person as your proper selfe. 
And so she prayd me tell you. Will you now 
Intice her easie brest to abuse your trust. 
Her proper honour, and your fathers hopes ? 
I speake no figures, but I charge you, check 
Your appetite and passions to our daughter, 
Before it head, nor offer conference. 
Or seeke accesse, but by and before us. 
What, judge you us as weake or as unwise ? 
No, you shal find that Venice duke has eyes; and so 
thinke on 't. [Exeunt Gonzago and Granuffo. 

Tib, Astonishment and wonder ! what means this ? 
Is the duke sober ? 

Her, Why, ha not you endevour*d 
Courses that only seconded appetite. 
And not your honour, or your trust of place ? 
Doe you not court the ladie for your seKe ? 

Til, Faune, thou dost bve me. If I ha done so, 
lis past my knowledge ; and I preethe, Faune, 
If thou observ'st I doe I know not what. 
Make me to know it ; for by the deare light, 
I ha not found a thought that way. I apt for love ? 
Let lazy idlenes, fild full of wine. 
Heated with meates, high fedde with lustfull ease, 
Gx)e dote on culler. As for me, why, death a sence, 
I court the ladie P I was not borne in Cyprus. 
I love ! when ? — ^how P — whome ? Thinke, let us yet keepe 
Our reason sound. He thinke, and thinke, and sleepe. 

[Exit, 



\ 
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Her, Amazd ! even lost in wondring ! I rest full 
Of covetous expectation. I am left 
As on a rock, from whence I may disceme 
The giddie sea of humour flowe beneath, 
Upon whose backe the vayner bubles floate, 
And forthwith breake. O mightie fla tterie ! 
Thou easiest, commonst, and most gratefull venome, / 
That poysons courts and all societies, / 

How gratefull dost thou make me ? Should one rayle, 
And come to feare a vice, beware legge-ringes 
And the tumd key on thee, when, if softer hand, 
Suppling a sore that itches (which should smart), 
Free speech gaines foes, base fawninga steals, thaiieart. 
Swell, you impostumbd members, till you burst. 
Since tis in vaine to hinder, on He thrust ; 
And when in shame you fall, He laugh from hence, 
And crie, so end all desperate impudence, 
^n others court shall shew me where and how 
Vice may be cur'de, for now beside my selfe, 
rossest with almost phrenzie, from strong fervor 
1 know I shall produce things meere devine. 
Without immoderate heate, no vertues shine ; 
For I speake strong, tho strange, — the dewes that steepe 
Oui' soules in deepest thoughts are furie and sleepe. 

[Exit. 
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ACTUS TERTIQS. 




Enter Faunus cmd Nymphadob. 

Nym, u] j^^B A I T H, Faune, tis my humor, the na* 
turaJl smne of my sanguine complection. 
I am most inforcedly in love with all 
women, almost affeicting them all with 
an equall flame. 

Her. An excellent justice of an upright vertue: you 
love all Gods creatures with an unpartiall affection. 

Nym, Bight; neither am I inconstant to any one in 
particuler. 

Her. Tho you love all in generall, true ; for when you 
vowe a most devoted love to one, you sweare not to tender 
a most devoted love to another ; and indeede why shoulde 
any man over-love any thing P Tis judgement for a man 
to love every thing proportionably to his vertue : I love a 
dogge with a hunting pleasure, as he is pleasurable in 
hunting; my horse, after a joumeing easines, as he is 
esaie in joumying; my hawke, to the goodnesse of his 
winge ; and my wench 

Nyfii. How, sweete Fawne, how ? 

Her. Why, according to her creation. Nature made 
them prettie, toying, idle, phantastique, imperfect crea- 
tures; even so I would in justice affect them, with a 
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pretty, toying, idle, phantastique, imperfect affection ; and 
as in deed they are onely created for shew and pleasure, so 
would I onely love them for shew and pleasure. 

Nym, Why, that 's my humor to the very thread ; thou 
dost speak my proper thoughts. 

Her. But, sir, with what possibilitie can your consti- 
tution be so boundlesly amarous as- to affect all women, of 
what degree, forme, or compaction soever ? 

Nym, He tell thee : for mine owne parte I am a perfect 
Ovidian, and can with him affect all. K shee bee a virgin, 
of a modest eye, shamefac't, temperate aspect, her very 
modestie inflames mee, her sober blushes flres me; if I 
behold a wanton, prettie, courtly, petulant ape, I am ex- 
treamely in love with her, because she is not downishly 
rude, and that she assures her lover of no ignorant, duU, 
unmoving Venus; be she sowerly severe, I think she 
wittily counterfeits, and I love her for her wit; if she be 
learned, and sensures poets, I love her soule, and for her 
soule her bodie ; bee she a ladie of profest ignorance, oh, 
I am infinitly taken with her simplidtie, as one assured to 
And. no sophistication about her ; bee she slender and 
leane, shee's the Greekes delight; bee she thick and 
plumpe, she 's the Italians pleasure ; if she bee tall, shee 's 
of a goodly forme, and will printe a faire proportion in a 
large bedde ; if she bee short and low, shee 's nimbly de- 
lightfull, and ordinarily quicke witted; bee she young, 
shee 's for mine eye ; bee she old, shee 's for my discourse, 
as one well knowing ther 's much amiablenes in a grave 
matron ; but bee she young or old, leane, fat, short, tall, 
white, red, browne, nay, even blacke, my discourse shall 
find reason to love her, if my meanes may ptocrax^ 0^^"^* 
tonities to enjoy her. 
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Her. Excellent, sir : nay, if a man were of competent 
meanes, wert not a notable delight for a man to have for 
every moneth in the yeare ? 

Nym. Nay, for every weeke of the moneth? 

Her, Nay, for every day of the weeke ? 

Nym. Nay, for every hower of that day P 

Here. Nay, for everie humor of a man in that howre, 
to have a severall mistresse to entertaine him, as if he 
were saturnine, or melancholie, to have a blacke-hayred, 
pall-fac'de, sallowe, thinking mistresse to dippe him; if 
joviaU and merrie, a sanguine, light-tripping, singing, — 
indeede a mistresse that would daunce a caranto as shee 
goes to embrace him ; if cholericke, impatient, or irefull, 
to have a mistresse with red haire, little ferret eyes, a 
leane cheeke, and a sharpe nose, to entertaine him. And 
so of the rest. 

Enter Donetta. 

Nym, 0, sir, this were too great ambition ! Well, I 
love and am beloved of a great many ; for I court all in 
the way of honour, in the trade of marriage. Fawn ; but 
above all, I affect the princes, — shees my utmost end. 
O, I love a ladie whose beautie is joined with fortune, 
beyond all ! yet one of beautie without fortune, for some 
uses ; nay, one of fortune without beautie, for some endes ; 
but never any that has neither fortune nor beautie, but for 
necessitie ; such a one as this is Dona Donetta : heres one 
has loved all the court just once over. 

Her. O, this is the faire ladie with the fowle teeth! 
Natures hand shooke when she was in making, for the 
redde that should have spread her cheekes. Nature let 
fall upon her nose ; the white of hir chinne slipt into her 
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eies ; and the gray of her eies leapt, before his time, into 
her hayer ; and the yeallownes of her haier fell without 
providence into her teeth. 

Nym. By the vow of my hart, you are my most onelie 
elected ; and I speake by way of protestation, I shall no 
longer wish to be then that your onelie affection shall rest 
in me, and mine onele in you. 

Don, But if you shall love any other ? 

Nym, Anie other P Can any man love any other that 
Imowes you, — ^the onely perfection of your sexe, and 
astonishment of mankinde P 

Don, Fie ! ye flatter me. Go, weare and understand 
my favour : this snail 's slow, but sure. 

Nym. This kisse ! 

Don. Farewell! [Exit. 

Nym. The integrity and only vow of my faith to you ; 
ever urge your well-deserved requitall to me. 

\Ikit Donetta. 

Ber. Excellent! 

Nym. See, heres an other of [Enter Grarbetza. 

Her. Of your most onely elected. 

Nym. Bight, Donna Garbetza. 

Her. O, I wil acknowledge this is the lady made of 
outwork, and all her body like a sand-boxe, full of holes, 
and containes nothing but dust. She chuseth her servantes 
as men chuse dogs, by the mouth ; if they open well and 
foil, their crie is pleasing. She may be chaste, for shee 
haz a badde face ; and yet, questionles, shee may bee made 
a strumpet, for shee is covetous. 

Nym. By the vow of my hart, you are my most onely 
elected (and I speake it by way of protestation^, 1 ^^ 

II. 4 
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no longer wish to be then all your affections shall onely 
rest in me, and all mine onely in you. 

Her. Excellent 1 this peece of stnffe is good on both 
sides ; he is so constant, he will not change his phrase. 

Gar, But shall I give faith ? may you not love another ? 

Nym. An other? Can any man love another that 
knowes you, — the onely perfection of your sexe, and 
admiration of mankind? 

Oar. Your speech flies too high for your meaning to 
follow, yet my mistrust shall not preceede my experience : 
I wrought this favour for you. 

Nym, The integrity and onely vow of my fiaith to you ; 
ever urge your well-deservde requitall to me. 

[Exit Garbetza. 

Her. Why, this is pure wit, nay, judgement. 

Nym. Why, looke, the Fawne observe me. 

Her, I doe, sir. 

Nym, I doe love at this instant some nineteene ladies, 
all in the trade of marriage. Now, sir, whose father dies 
first, or whose portion appeareth most, or whose fortunes 
betters soonest, her with quiet libertie at my leysure will 
I elect ; for that 's my humor. 

Enter DuLCiMEL and Philocalia. 

Her, You professe a most excellent misterie, sir. 

Nym. Fore Heaven 1 see the princes — she that is 

Her. Your most onely elected, too. 

Nym, Oh, I — oh ! I ; but my hopes faint yet. By the 
vow of my heart, you are my most onely elected and 

Bui, Ther 's a shippe of fooles going out ! Shall I 
prefer thee, Nymphodoro ? Thou maist be maisters mate. 
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My fatlier hath made Dondilo captain, els thou should'st 
have his place. 

JVym. By Jove, Fawne, she speakes as sharply, and 
lookes as sowerly, as if she had beene new squeased out of 
a crab orenge. 

Her. How tearme you that ladie with whom shee 
houldes discourse P 

Nym. O, Fawne, 'tis a ladie even above ambition ; and 
Hke the vertical! sunne, that neither forceth others to cast 
shadowes, nor can others force or shade her. Her stile is 
Dona Philocalia. 

Her. Philocalia! What! that renowned ladie, whose 
ample report hath stroke wonder into remotest strangers ? 
and yet her worth above that wonder ? She, whose noble 
industries hath made her breast rich in true glories and 
Undying liabilities ? — she, that whil'st other ladies spend 
the life of earth, Time, in reading their glasse, their 
jewels, and (the shame of poesie) lustfiill sonnets, gives 
her soule meditations — those meditations winges that 
cleave the aier, fan bright celestiall fiers, whose true reflec- 
tions makes her see her selfe and them ! — shee, whose pittie 
is ever above her envie, loving nothing lesse then insolent 
prosperity, and pitittying nothing more than vertue desti- 
tute of fortune. 

Nym. There were a ladie for Ferraraes duke ! — one of 
greate blond, firme age, undoubted honour, above her sexe, 
most modestly artfull, tho naturally modest ; too excellent 
to be left unmatcht, tho few worthy to match with her. 

Her. I cannot tell — my thoughts grow busie. 

Fhi. The prihces would be private. Void the pre- 
sence. \E«^ut. 

DuL May I rest sure thou wilt C0TiceiB\ «l ^^ct^X."^ 
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Phi, Yes, madam. 

BuL How may I rest assur'de P 

Fhi, Truely thus — doe not tell it me. 

Dul. Why, canst thou not conceale a secret P 

PhL Yes, as long as it is a secret. But when tow biow 
it, how can it be a secret P and, indeede, with what justice 
can you expect secresie in me that cannot be private to 
your selfe? 

Dul, Faith, Philocalia, I must of force trust thy silence \ 
for my breast breakes if I conferrenot my thoughts upon 
thee. 

Fhi, You may trust my silence ; I can commaund that ; 
but if I chance to be questioned I must speake truth : I 
can conceale, but not denie my knowledge. That must 
commaund me. 

Dul. Fie on these philosophicall discoursing women I 
Prethee conferre with me like a creature made of flesh and 
blood, and tell me if it be not a scandall to the soule of 
all being proportion, that I, a female of fifteen, of a light- 
\y some and civill discretion — healthie, lustie, vigorus, full^ 
and idle — should for ever be shackled to the crampie 
shinnes of a waywarde, duU, sower, austere, rough, rhewmy, 
threescore and foure ? 

FhL Nay, threescore and ten at the least. 
Dul. Now, Heaven blesse me I as it is pittie that everie 
knave is not a foole, so it is shame that everie old man is 
not, and resteth not, a widdower. They say in China^ 
when women are past child-bearing, they are all burnt to 
make gun-powder. I wonder what men should bee done 
withall when they are past child-getting. Yet, upon my 
love, Philocalia (which with ladies is often above their 
honour), I do even dote upon the best part of the duke. 
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I mu^t marrie him. 

FhL And wherefore love him sOj to marrie him ? 
I}tiL Eeeauae I love him j and because he is yertuous 
I love to mame, 
Fhi. His vcrtujes 1 
DuL I, with him, Ms vertuea, 

FhL I, witli him, aka I sweete priaoe^, love or vertue 
are not of the ease nee of marriage ! 

Bui. A jest upou your understanding I Dfi maintaine 
that wisdome in a woman is most foolish qnalitie. A 
ladie of a good compkction, naturally wuU witted, per- 
fectlie bred, and well exercised in discourse of the best 
men, shall make fooles of a thousand of these hooke- 
thinking; creatures. I apeake it by way of justification, 
I tell thee (looke that no body eaves-droppe us), — I tell 
thee, I am truehe learned i for I prote ignorance and wise j 
for I love my selfe, and vertuous enough for a lady of 
fifbeene, 

FhL How vertuous ? 

DuL Shall I speake like a cteatuf of a good healthful 
blood, and not like one of these weake, greene sicknesse, 
Inane, tisicke starTciinges ? First, for the vertue of mag- 
nanimity, I am very vahant, for there is no heroicke action 
so particnlarly noble and glorions to our aexe, as not to 
fall to action ; the greatest deede wee can do is not to doe 
(looke that nobody listen). Then am I full of patience, 
and can beare more theu a sumpter-horse \ for (to speake 
senaihly), what burthen is there so heavy to a porters 
baeke as virginity to a weU-complectioned young ladies 
thoughts ? (Looke no body hearken.) By this hand the 



54 TEE FAWNE, [act in. 

noblest vow is that of virginity, because the hardest. I will 
have the prince. 

PhL But by what meaues, sweete madam? 

DuL Oh, Philocalia, in heavy sadnes and unwanton 
phrase, there lies all the braine worke, by what meanes I 
coulde fall into a miserable blanke verse presently ! 

Phi, But, deare madam, your reason of loving him ? 

BuL Faith, onley a womans reason, because I was ex- 
presly forbidden to love him. At the first view I likte 
him ; and no sooner had my fathers wisdom mistrusted my 
liking, but I grew loth Ids judgement should erre; I 
pittied hee shoulde prove a foole in his old age, and with- 
out cause mistrust me. 

Phi, But, when you saw no meanes of manifesting 
your affection to him, why did not your hopes perish ? 

Dul. O, Philocalia ! that difficultie onely inflames me : 
when the enterprise is easy, the victory is inglorious. 
No, let my wise, aged, learned, intelligent father, — ^that 
can interpret eies, understand the language of birds, in- 
terpret the grumbling of dogs and the conference of cats, 
— that can read even silence, — let him forl»d all enter- 
viewes, all speeches, all. tokens, all messages, all (as he 
thinkes) humaine meanes, — I will speake to the prince, 
court the prince, that he shall understand mee; — nay, 1 
will so stalke on the blind side of my all-knowing fathers 
wit, that, do what his wisedome can, he shall be my onely 
mediatour, my onely messenger, my onely honourable 
spokesman ; — ^hee shall carrie my favours, he shall amplifie 
my affection ; — nay, hee shall direct the prince the meanes, 
the very way, to my bed ; — ^hee, and he onely he, when 
hee onely can doe this, and onely would not doe this, he^ 
onely shall doe this. 
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Pki, Onely you shal then deserve such a husband. 
love, how violent are thy passages ! 
. Dul, Pish, Philocalia! tis against the nature of love ' 
not to bee violent. 

: PM, And against the condition of violence to be 
constant. 

Dul. Constancy? — constancy and patience are vertues 
in no living creatures but centinels and anglers. Heres ^ 
our father ! 

Enier Gonzago, Hebgules, aiid Gbanuffo. 

Gon, What, did he thinke to walke invisibly before our 
^es P And he had Giges ring I would find him. 

Her* Fore Jove, you rated him with emphasis. 
. Oon. Did wee not shake the prince with enargie ? 

Her, With Ciceronian elocution ? 

Cron. And most pathetique, piercing oratorie ? 
^ Her, If hee have any vitte in him, hee wiU make 
eweet use of it. 

Oon, Nay, he shal make sweete use of it ere I have 
done. Lord, what overweening fooles these young men be, 
that thinke us olde men sottes ! 

Her, Arrant asses. 

Gon, Doting idiots, when wee, God wot — ha, ha ! las ! 
sillie soules. 

Her, Poore weake creatures, to men af approved reach. 

Gon, FuU yeaJres. 

Her, Of wise experience. 

Gon, And approved wit. 

Her. Nay, as for your wit 

Gon, Count Granuflfo, as I live, thia ¥«»S!^^\^^T«xfc 
understander of men — ^is a not, "Eaomxa^ "YX^ ^\^\ss&^Ss» 
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a riglit wise good lord, a man of excellent discourse, and 
never speakes his signes to me, and men of profound 
reach instruct aboundantly ; hee begges suites with signes, 
gives thankes with signes, puts off his hat leysurely, main-r 
taines his beard learnedly, keeps his lust privately, makes a 
nodding legge courtly, and lives happily. 

Her. Silence is an excellent modest grace, but especially 
before so instructing a wisedome as that of your excel- 
lencies. As for his advancement, you gave it most royally, 
because hee deserves it least duely, since to give to ver- 
tuous desert is rather a due requitall then a princely 
magnificence, when to undeservingnesse it is meerely all 
bountie and free grace. 

Gon, Well spoke, 'tis enough. Don Granuffo, this 
Fawnus is a very worthy fellow, and an excellent courtier, 
and belov'd of most of the princes of Christendome, I can 
tell you; for howsoever some severer dissembler grace him 
not when he affronts him in the full face, yet, if he comes 
behind or on the one side, heele leere and put backe hia 
head upon him. Be sure, be you two pretious to each other. 

Her, Sir, my selfe, my family, my fortunes, are all 
devoted, I protest, most religiously to your service. I vow 
my whole selfe onely prowde in being acknowledged by 
you, but as your creature ; and my onely utmost ambition 
is by my sword or soule to testiffe how sincerelie I am 
consecrated to your adoration. 

Gon. Tis enough; art a gentleman, FawneP 

Her, Not one eminently discended ; for were the pede- 
grees of some fortunately mounted, searched, they would 
be secretlie found to be of the bloud of the poore 
Fawne. 

Gon, Tis enough; you two I love hartelie; for thy 
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sQenoe never displeaseth me, nor thy speech ever offend 
me. See, our daughter attendes us — my faire, my wise, my 
chast, my dutieous, and indeed, in all, my daughter (for 
such a pietie soule for all the worlde have I beene) ; what 
I thinke, wee have made the prince to feele his error. What ! 
did hee thinke hee had weake fooles in hand ? No, hee 
ahall finde, as wisely saide Lucullus, young men are foolea 
that goe aboute to gull us. 

Dvl. But sooth, my wisest father, the young prince ia 
yet for^tfull^ and resteth resolute iq his much-unadvised 
love. 

Oon, 1st possible? 

Ihd. Nay, I protest, what ere he faine to you (as he 
can fidne most deepely) 

Qcm, Bight, we know it ; for if you markt, he would 
not once take sense of any such intent from him, im- 
pudence, what mercie can'st thou looke for ! 

DtU. And as I saide, royally wise and wisely royall 
father 

Gon, I thinke that eloquence is hereditary. ■" 

DtU, Tho he can faine, yet I presume your sense is 
qtnxike enough to find him, 

Oon, QuickC, ist not? 

Ora. Ist not, Fawne ? Why, I did know you fained, nay, 
I doe know (by the just sequence of such impudence) that 
hee hath laide some second siedge unto thy bosome, with 
most miraculous conveyances of some rich present on thee. 

DtU, O bounteous Heaven, howliberall are your graces 
to my Nestor-like father ! 

Gon. Ist not so, say ? 

Dul, lis so oraculous, father ; he hath now moi^ l\L^Ti. 
courted with bare phrases. 
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See, fatter, see, the very bane of honour, 

Corruption of justice and virginity — 

Giftes hath he left with me. O view this scarffe; 

This, as he calde it, most envied silke. 

That should embrace an arme, or wast, or side. 

Which he much fearde should never — this hee left, 

Despight my much resistance. 

Gon. Did he so ? Giv 't me. He giv 't him. lie regive 
his token with so sharpe advantage. 

DuL Nay, my worthy father, read but these cunning 
letters. 

Cron, Letters — where ? Prove you but justly loving, and 
conceiv me. 
Til justice leave the gods, lie never leave thee. 
For tho the duke seeme wise, heele find this straine. 
Where two heartes yeeld consent, all thwartings vaine. 
And darst thou then averre this wicked write P 
O world of wenching wiles, where is thy wit? 

Enter Tibeeio. 

Bui, But other taike for us were farre more fit, 
For, see, heere comes the Prince Tiberio. 

Gon, Daughter, upon thy obedience, instantly take thy 
chamber. 

Bui. Deare father, in all dutie, let me beseech your 
leave, that T may but 

Gon, Go to, go to ! you are a simple foole, a very simple 
animal. 

Bui, Yet let me (the loiall servant of simpHcitie) 

Gon, What would you do ? What I are you wiser then 
your father ? — will you direct me P 
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BuL Heavens forbid such insolence I Yet let me de- 
nomice my hearty hatred. 

Gon. To: what end? 

Dul, Tho 't be but in the princes eare (since fit 's not 
maidens blush.to raile aloude). 

Q<M^. Go to, go to 1 

DuL Let mee but check his heate. 

Otm. Well,weU. 

Jhd, And take him downe, deare father, from his full 
pride of hopes. 

Gon, So, so, I say once more, go in'. 

[Exeunt Dulcimel and Philocalia. 
I will not loose the glory of reproofe. 
Is this th' office of embassadors, my Lord Tyberio ? 
Nay, duty of a sonne ; nay, pittie of a man ? — 
(A figure cal'd in art Gradatio, 
With some learned climax) to court a royall lady 
For 's maister, fether, or perchance his friend, 
And yet intend the purchase of his beuty 
To his own use ? 

Tib, Your grace doth much amaze mee. 

Gim, I faine dissemble ; las I we are now growne old, 
weake-sighted ; alas ! any one fooles us. 

Tib. I deepely vow, my lord 

Gon. Peace, bee not damnde, have pity on your soule. 
I confesse, swe^t prince, for you to love my daughter, 
Young and wittie, of equall mixture both of minde and 

body. 
Is neither wondrous nor unnaturall ; 
Yet to forsweare and vow against one's heart, 
Is fiill of base, ignoble cowardise. 
Since tis n\ost pjaine, jsuch speeches do coii\.ecm!& 
Heaven and feare men (that 's sentious no^) . 
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Tib, My gratious lord, if I unknowingly liave er'de. 

Oon, Unknowingly P can you blusk, my lord ? 
Unknowingly P why, can you write tkese lines, 
Present tMs scarffe, unknowingly, my lord. 
To my deare daughter P Um, unknowingly P 
Can you urge your suite, preferre your gentlest love. 
In your owne right, to her too easy breast. 
That, God knowes, takes too much compassion on yee ? 
(And so shee praide me say). Unknowingly ? My lord, 
If you can act these thinges unknowingly. 
Know wee can know pour actions so unknowen ; 
I'or wee are old, I will not say in witte 
(For even just worth must not approve it selfe) ; 
But take your skarfe, for she vowes shede not weare it. 

Tii, Nay, but my lord 

Oon, Nay, but my lord, my lord. 
You must take it, weare it, keepe it. 
For by the honour of our house and bloud, 
I will deale wisely, and be provident; 
Tour father shall not say I pandarizde. 
Or fondly winkt at your affection ; 
No, weele be wise. This night our daughter yeeldes 
Your fathers answere ; this night we invite 
Your presence therefore to a feastfuU waking 5 
To-morrow to Ferrara you retume. 
With wished answere to your royall father ; 
Meane time, as you respect our best relation 
Of youre faire bearing (Granuffo, ist not good P) — 
Of your faire bearing, rest more anxious 
(No, anxious is not a good word), rest more vigilant 
Over your passion, both forbeare and beare, 
Anechou e ampecJum (thats Greeke to you now). 
Else jour youth shall finde 
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Our nose not stuft, but we can take the winde 
And smell you out — I say no more but thus — 
And smell you out. What ! ha not wee our eies, 
Our nose and eares P What ! are these haires unwise ? 
Looke too 't, quo8 ego, a figure called Jposiopesis or 
Increpatio, {Exeunt Gronzago and Granuffo. 

Tib, Prove you butjustlie, loving and conceive me. 
Justice shall leave the gods before I leave thee .* 
Imagination prove as true as thou art sweete, 
jind the the duke seeme wise, heelefinde this straine, 
When two harts yeelde consent, all thwartinges vaine, 
O quick, devicefull, strong-braind Dulcimel ! 
Thou art too full of witte to be a wife. 
Why dost thou love P or what strong heat gave life 
To such faint hopes P O woman ! thou art made 
Most onelie of, and for deceit, thy forme 
Is nothing but delusion of our eyes, 
Our eares, our heartes, and sometimes of our hands. 
Hipocrisie and vanitie brought forth. 
Without male heat, thy most, most monstrous being. 
Shall I abuse my royall father's trust. 
And make my selfe a scome — the very foode 
Of rumor infamous P Shall I, that ever loathede 
A thought of woman, now begin to love 
My worthy father's right P — breake faith to him that got 

me, 
To get a faithlesse woman P 

Her, True, my worthy lord, your grace is verepius, 

Tib, To take from my good father the pleasure of his 
eyes. 
And of his hands, imaginary solace of his f8ydAx\ig\&<&\ 

Her, His life, that onely lives to youi so\b ^oo^\ 
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Tib. And my selfe good — ^his lifes most onely end. 

ffer, Whick, O ! may never end I 

Tib. Yes, Fawne, in time. We must not prescribe to^ 
nature everything. Ther 's some end in every thing. 

Her. But in a woman. Yet, as she is a wife, she is 
Oftentimes the end of her husband. 

Tib. Shall, I say 

Her. Shall you, I say, confound your owne feire hopes, 
Crosse all your course of life, make your selfe vaine 
To your once steady gravenes, and aU to second 
The ambitious quicknes of a monstrous love, 
Thats onely out of difficultie borne. 
And followed oneKe for the miracle 
In the obtaining P I would ha ye now 
TeU her father aQ. 

Tib. Uncompassionate vilde man I shall I not pittie if 
I cannot love P 
Or rather, shall I not for pittie love 
So wondrous wit in so most wondrous beautie, 
That with such rarest arte and cunning meanes 
Entreates ? What ! (I thing valules) am not 
Worthie but to graunt my admiration I 
Ajre fathers to be thought on in our loves P 

Her, True, right, sir ; fathers or Mends, a crowne 
And love hath none, but are aUied to themselves alone. 
Your father, 1 may boldlie say, hee 's an asse 
To hope that youle forbeare to swallow 
What he cannot chew ; nay, 'tis injustice, truelie, 
For him to judge it fit that you should starve 
For that which onelie hee can feast his eye withall, 
And not disgest. 

Tib. ! Fawne, what man of so colde earth 
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But must love sucli a wit in such a body, 
Thou last and onelie rarenes of Heavens workes. 
From best of man made modell of the gods ! 
Divinest woman, thou perfection 
Of all proportions beutie, made when Jove was blith — 
Well filde with nectar, and full friendes with man — 
Thou deare as aire, necessarie as sleepe 
To careful! man ! Woman ! O who can sin so deepdy 
As to be curst from knowing of the pleasures 
Thy soft society, modest amorousnes, 
Yeeldes to our tedious life 1 Fawne, the duke shal not 
know this. 
Her, Unlesse you tell him. But what hope can live in 
you, 
When your short stay and your most shortned conference. 
Not onely actions, but even lookes observde, 
Cut off all possibilities of obtaining ? 
f Tib, Tush, Fawne, to violence of women, love, and wit. 
Nothing but not obtayning is impossible ! 
Notumque furem quid foemina po%%it. 
ffer. But, then, how rest you to your father true ? 
Tib, To him that onely can give dues, she rests most 
due. [Exit. 

Her, Even so. He that with safety would wel lurke 
in courts 
To best-elected ends, of force is wninge 
To keepe broade eyes, soft feet, long ears, and most short 

tongue; 
For 'tis of knowing creatures the maine art 
To use quicke hammes, wide armes, and most close heart. 
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ACTUS QUARTUS. 



Enter Hebcules and Gabbetza. 

Sler, J^^^^lJ^^HY, 'tis a most wd in fashion affec- 
tion, Dona Garbetza. Your knight. 
Sir Amaros, is a man of a most unfor^ 
tunate back, spits white, has an ill 
breath ; at three, after dinner, goes to the bath, takes the 
diet, nay, which is more, takes tobacco ; therefore, with 
great authority, you may cuckolde him. 

Oar. I hope so ; but would that friend my brother dis- 
cover me — ^would he wrong himselfe to prejudice me P 

Her, No prejudice, deare Garbetza, his brother your 
husband right. He cuckold his eldest brother ; true, hee 
gets her with child, just. 

Gar, Sure thers no wrong in right, true, and just? 

Her, And, indeede, since the vertue of procreation 
growed hopeles in your husband, to whome should you 
rather commit your love and honour to, then him that is 
most like and neere your husband, his brother. But are 
you assured your friend and brother rests intirelie constant 
solely to you ? 

Gar, To me P O, Fawne, let me sigh it with joy into 
thy bosome, my brother has been woed by this and that 
and tother lady, to entettaine them (for I ha seen their let- 
ters) ; but his vow to me, O Eawne 1 is most immutable, 
unfaining, peculiar, and indeed deserved. 
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MnUr Pdttotta and a Page. PtfTTOTTA with a ietier 
ifi her Mnd, 

Fui. Kever intieat me— never beseeeU me to have pittie, 
forsooth, on your maater, M, Herod Let him never be m 
darmglj ambitious as to hope, T^ith all hh vowes and pro- 
testations, to gaine my affection 1 Gods, my diseretion ! 
Has my sutleiyj tapstrj, laundrie, made mee be tane upp 
at the court — preferde mee to a husband; and have I 
ad vane' t my husband, with the kbour of mine owne 
bodic, from the blacke ^arde to bee one of tho dukes 
dmmmeTs, to make him one of the court forkers ? SUal 
I, that purefy many lords and some laditjs, can tel who 
weares perfumes j who plaisters, and for why know whose 
a gallant of a chast shirt and who not P Shall I become 
— or dar^ your master thinke I will become — or if I would 
becom, pres^unes your mast^^r to hope I would become one 
of his common femimnes? No, let M. Herod bragge of 
his brothers wife- I skome his letters ahd her leavings 
at my heele— ifaith, and so tell him. 

Fag. Nay J costliej deare Puttotta — Mistrea Puttotta — 
Madam Puttotta! O be mercifull to my langudshing 
master ! Hce may in time growc great and wel gfaG*t 
cotirtier, for hee weares yellow already I Mis.^ therefore, 
your loves. As for Madam Garbetza^ his brothers wife, 
you gee what he writes there. 

P«/, I must confesse he sales shee is a spinie, greene 
creature, of an unwholesome barren bloud and cold im- 
hrace— a bony thing, of most uneqiiall hyppes, uneven 
eye^, ill rankt teethe and intieede one, but that shee hires 
him, he endures not ; yet, for al this does hee hope to dis- 
honest me P I am for his betters, I would he should well 

n. 5 
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know it ; for more by many, tken my husband know I am 
a woman of a knowne sound and upright carriage ; and 
so be shall finde if bee deale with me ; and so tel bim^ I 
pray you. What I does be hope to make me one of bis 
giLs, bis puncks, polecats, flirts, and feminines ? 

[Exit As Futtotta goes out, she fiinges away the 
Utter, The Fageputs it wp, and,*as he is talking, 
Hercules steales it out of his pocket. 

Pag. Alas ! my miserable maister, what suds art thou 
washt into ! Thou art borne to be scomde of every carted 
community, and yet beele out-cracke a Grermaine when 
bee is drunke, or a Spaniard affcer be bath eaten a famatho, 
that be baz lyen with that and that and tother lady ; that 
bee lay last night in such a madonnas chamber, tother night 
be lay in such a countesses couch, to-night be li^s in such 
a ladies closet ; when poore I know all this while be only 
lied in bis throat. [Exit, 
Her. Madam, let me sigh it in your bosome, how im- 
mutable and unfainting, and, indeede 

Gar. Tawne, I will undo that raskall 1 He shall st^ve 
for any further maintenance. 

Her. You may make him come to the covering and re- 
covering of bis old dublets. 

Gar. He was in faire hope of proving heire to his elder 
brother, but be has gotten me with child. 

Her, So, you withdrawing your favour, bis present 
meanes faile him; and by getting you with child, bis 
future meanes for ever rest despaireftdl to him. 

Gar. O Heaven! that I could curse him beneath 
damnation! Impudent varlet! By my reputation, 
Fawne, I onely lov'de him because I thought T onely did 
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not love bim. He vowed iDfinite beauties doted on bim ! 
Alas ! I was a simple country ladie, wore gold buttons, 
tninck sleeves, and flaggon bracelets. In tbis state of 
innocency was I brougbt up to tbe court. 

Her. And now, in stead of country innocency, bave 
you got court bonesty ? Well, madam, leave your brotber 
to my placing ; be sbalL bave a spedall cabin in tbe sbip 
of fooles. 

Gar, Bigbt. Bemember bee got bis elder brotbers wife 
with cbild, and so deprivde bimselfe of tb' inberitance. 

Her. Tbat will stow bim under batcbes, I warrant 
you. 

Gar, And so deprivde bimselfe of inberitance. Deare 
Fawne, be my cbampion 1 

Her, Tbe very scourge of your most basely offending 
brotber. 

Our, Ignoble villaine! tbat I migbt but see tbee 
wretcbed witbout pitty and recoverie I Wei ! 

Enier Hebod arid Ntmphadobo. 

Her, Stand, Herod ; you are full met, sir. 

Hero, But not met fol, sir. I am as gaunt as a bunting 
gelding after tbree traind sents ! Fore Yenus, Faune, I 
bave beene sbaling of peascods. Upon foure great ma- 
donnas bave I, tbis after noone, grafted tbe forked tree ! 

Her, Is 't possible ? 

Hero, Possible ! Fie on tbis satiety ! — tis a dul, blunt, 
weary, and drowsie passion. Wbo would be a proper 
fellow to be tbus greedily devoured and swallowed among 
ladies ? Faitb, tis my torment — my very rack ! 

Her, Bight, Herod, true ; for imagine all a man i^Q^'aft&\. 
were a perpetuall pleasure, like tbat o{ g|&ii€^T^\i\.oxL)^^^TL\fiL 
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the highest lushiousnes, he straight sinkes as unable to 
beare so continuall, so pure, so universall a sensuality. 

Hero, By even truth, 'tis very right ; and, for my part, 
woulde I were eunuch't rather then thus suckt away with 
kisses, infeebling daliance ; and O the falling sicknes on 
them all I why did reasonable nature give so strange, so 
rebellious, so tirannous, so insatiate parts of appetite to so 
weake a govemes — a woman ? 

Her, Or why, O custome I didst thou oblige them to 
modesty, such cold temperance, that they must bee wooed 
by men — courted by men? Why, all know they are 
more full of strong desires — ^those desires most impatient 
of delay or hinderance, they have more unrulier passions 
then men, and weaker reason to temper those passions 
then men. 

Nym, Why, then, hath not the discretion of Nature 
thought it just that customary coines, old fashions, terms 
of honor and of modesty, forsooth, all laide aside, they 
court not us, beseech not us rather, for sweetes of love then 
we them ? Why, by Janus I women are but men tumde 
the wrong side outward. 

Her. O, sir, Nature is a wise workeman ! She knowes 
right well that if women should wooe us to the act of 
love, wee should aU be utterly shamd. How often shold 
they take us unprovided, when they are alwaies ready! 

Hero, I, sir; right, sir, to some few such unfortunate 
handsome fellowes as my selfe am; to my griefe, I 
know it. 

Her. Why, here are two perfect creatures — the one, 
Nymphadoro, loves all, and my Herod here enjoyes all. 

Hero, Eaith, some score or two of ladies or so ravish 
mee among them, devide my presents, and wold indeed 
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ingrosse me, were I indeed sucli an asse as to be made a 
monopoly of. Looke, sirrah, what a vilde hande one of 
them writes. Who would ever take this for a d. deerest, 
or reade this for onely, onely deerest? 

Her, Heres a lye indeede. 

Hero, True, but heres another much more legible — a 
good secretary, my most affected Herod, the utmost ambi- 
tion of my hopes and onely. 

Her, There is one lye better shapte by ods ! 

Hero, Eight ; but heres a ladies Eoman hand to mee is 
b^ond all. Look yee. To her most elected servant and 
worthy friend, Herod Baldonzozo, Esquier. I beleeve thou 
knowest what countesses hand this is. He shew thee 
another. 

Her, No, good Herod ; He show thee one now. To his 
most elected mistresse and worthy laundresse, divine Mis- 
tresse Puttotta, at her tent in the wood-yeard, or else 
where. Give these 

* Hero. Preethee, ha silence I Whats that ? 

Her, K my teares or vowes, my faithfulst protestations 
on my knees 

Hero. Good hold ! 

Her. Faire and onely-loved laundresse ! 

Hero. Forbeare, I beseech thee 1 

Her. Might move thy stony heart to take pitty on my 
sighs. 

Hero. Do not shame me to the day of judgement ! 

Her, Alas ! I write it in passion ! — alas ! thou knowest 
besides, my loathed sister, thou art 

Hero. For the Lords sake ! 

Her, The onely hope of my pleasure, the onel^ ^Vmkt 
sure of my hopes 1 Be pleasde, tlierefoie, \iO 
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Hero. Cease, I beseeck thee ! 

Her, Fish 1 neere blush, man ; tis an nncourtly quality ! 
As for thy lying, as long as theres policie int, it is very 
passable ! Wherefore haz Heaven given man tong but to 
speake to a mans owne glory ? Hee that cannot swell 
bigger then his naturall skinne, nor seeme to be in more 
grace then hee is, has not leam'd the very rudiments or 
A B C of courtshippe. 

Hero. Upon my heart, Fawne, thoupleasest me to the 
soule; why, looke you, for mine owne part, I must 
confesse 

Enter Dondolo. 

/ See, heeres the dukes foole ! 

Bon, A bord ! a bord ! a bord I al manner of fooles, 
of court, cytie, or country, of what degree, sex, or nature ! 

Hero. Foole! 

Bon, Herod. 

Her, What, are yee ful fraughted? Is your shippe 
wel foold ? 

Bon, 0, 'twas excellently thronged full: a justice of 
peace, tho he had beene one of the most illiterat asses in a 
countr}', could hardly ha got a hanging cabin. O, we had 
first some long fortunate greate politicians, that were so 
sottishlie paradized as to thinke, when popular hate se- 
conded princes displeasure to them, any unmerited violence 
could seeme to the world injustice ; some purple fellowes, 
whome chaunce reared, and their owne deficienoes of spirit 
hurled downe. Wee had some courtiers that ore-bought 
their offices, and yet durst fall in love ; priests that for- 
sooke their functions to avoid a thawart stroake with a 
wet finger. But nowe, alas, Eawne I now thers space and 
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Her. Why, liow gat al these forth P Was not the wor- 
lant strong? 

Don. Yes, yes ; but they got a supersedeas : al of them 
proved them selves eyther knaves or madd men, and so 
were all let go ; thers none left nowe in our shippe, but a 
few dttizens, that let their wives keepe their shoppe books, 
some philosophers, and a few critiques; one of which 
critiques has lost his flesh with fishing at the measure of 
Plautus verses ; another has vowde to get the consump- 
tion of the lungues, or to leve to posteritie the true ortho- 
graphy and pronunciation of laughing; a third hath 
melted a great deale a suet, worne out his thumbs with 
turning, read out his eyes, and studied his face out of a 
sanguine into a meagre, spawling, fleamy lothsomenes, — 
and al- to finde but why mentula should be the feminine 
gender, since the rule is Propria qua maribua tribuuntur 
mascula dkas. These philosophers, critiques, and all the 
maides we could find at sixteen, are all our fraught nowe. 

Her, 0, then, your ship of fooles is full. 

Nym, True, the maides at seventeen fill it. 

Bon. Fill it, quoth you ; alas I we have very fewe, and 
these wee were faine to take up in the coimtry too. 

Her. But what philosophers ha ye P 

Bon. O, very strange fellows: one knowes npthing; 
dares not aver he lives, goes, sees, feeles. 

Nym. A most insensible philosopher. 

Bon. An other, that there is no present time, and that 
one man to-day and to-morrowe is not the same man ; so 
that he that yesterday owed money, to-day owes none, 
because he is not the same man. 

Hero. Would that philosopher would hold good in law I 

Her. But why has the duke thus l&bot&\.o\ia:9^ ^^^q& 
fools ahipt out of his dominiona? 
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Don. Marry, because lie would play the foole himselfe 
alone, without any rivall. 

Her. Ware your breech, foole. 

Don. I warrant thee, old lad, tis the priviledge of poore 
fooles to talke before an intelligencer; mary, if I could 
foole my selfe into a lordship, as I knowe some ha foole 
them selves out of a lordeship, — ^were I grown some huge 
fellow, and got the leer of the people upon me, if the fates 
had so decreed it, — I should talke treason, tho I neere 
opend my lips. 

Her. Indeed I fatia affimur, ceditefatis I But how runs 
rumor ? — what breath 's strongest in the pallace ? Nowe, 
I thinke, you knowe all. 

Don. Yes, wee fooles thinke wee knowe all. The prince 
hath audience to-night, — ^is feasted, and after supper is 
intertainde with no comedie, maske, or barriers; but 
with 

Nym. What, IpretheP 
. Hero. What, I prethe? 

Don. With a most new and speciall shape of delight. 

Nym. What, for Joves sake ? 

Don. Marie, gallants, a session, a generall councell of 
love, summond in the name of Don Cupid, to which, upon 
paine of their mistres displeasure, shall appeare, — all 
favour-wearers, sonnet-mongers, health-drinkers, and neat 
inrichers of barbers and perfumers ; and to conclude, al 
that can wyhee or wag the taile, are, upon grievous paines 
of their backe, summond to be assistant in that session 
of love. 

Her. Hold ! hold I Do not paule the delight before it 
come to our pallat; and what other rumor keeps aire in 
mens lungs P 
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• Xkm. O, the egfegioosnes of folly ! Ha you not heard 
of Don Zucone P 

Nffm. What of him, good foole ? 

Z>ofi. Hee is separated. 

Nffm. Divored ? 

Don. That salt, — ^that csriticisme, — that very all epi- 
gram of a woman, — ^that analysis, — ^that compendium of 
wittines! 

Nffm. Now, Jesu, what wordes the fo(de has ! 

Don. We ha stil such words, but I wil not unshale the 
jest before it be ripe, and therefore, kissing your worships 
fingers, in most sweet tearmes, without any sense, and 
with most fair looks, without any good meaning, I most 
conrtlike take my leave, basiltis manm de voatro signioria. 

Hero. Stay, foole, weele follow thee;. for, fore Heaven, 
we must prepare our selves for this session. [Exeunt. 

Elder Zugcone, pjfrsued by Zoya, on her knees, attended 
by Ladies. 

Zac. I wil have no mercy, I will not relent ; — Justice 
beard is shaven, and it shal give thee no hold. I am se- 
parated, and I will be separated. 

Zoy. Deare, my lorde husband ! 

Zfuc. Hence, creature ! I am none of thy husband, or 
father of thy bastard. No, I wil be tyranous, and a most 
deqpe revenger : the order shall stand. Ha, thou queane, 
I ha no wife now ! 

Zoy. Sweet, my lord. 

Zuc. Hence 1 avantl I will marie a woman with no 
wombe, — a creature with two noses, — a wench with no 
haire, — ^rather then remarie thee ! Nay, I wil first marrie, 
-—mark me, I wil first marry, — observe me, 1 V^ laiiJwest 
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marie a woman that with thirst drinkes the blood of man ! 
Nay, heed me, a woman that wil thrust in crouds, — a lady, 
that, being with child, ventures the hope of her wombe, — 
nay, gives two crownes for a roume to behold a goodlie 
man three partes a live quartered, his privities hacled oJQF, 
his belly launcht up ! Nay, lie rather marrie a woman to 
whom this smoking, hideous, bloudfiil, horred, tho most 
just spectacles, are very lust, rather then reaccept thee. 
Was I not a handsome fellow, from my foote to my 
feather P Had I not wit ? — ^nay, which is more, was I not 
a don, and didst thou Acteon me ? Did I not make thee 
aladyP 

Her, And did she not make you a more worshipfull 
thing, — a cuckold 1 

Zuc, I married thee in hope of children. 

Her. And has not she shewed herselfe fruitfull that was 
got with child without helpe of her husband P 

Zuc, Ha, thou ungratfiil, immodeal, unwise, and one 
that, Gods my witnes, I ha lov'd ! But, goe thy waies ; 
twist with whom thou wilt : for my part, tha 'st spun a 
faire thread; — ^whole kisse the now, — whole court the 
now, — ^whole ha the now P 

Zoy, Pittie the frailtie of my sexe, sweete lord. 

Zuc, No ; pittie is a foole, and I wil not weare his cox- 
combe. I have vowde to loth thee. The Irish man shall 
hate aquavity, — the Welsh man cheese, — ^the Dutch man 
shall loth salt butter, — before I relove thee. Do's the 
babe pule P Thou should'st ha cride beefore, t'is to late 
nowe. No, the trees in autmnne shal sooner call backe 
the spring with sheding of their leeves, then thou reverse 
my just, irrevocable hatred with thy teares. Away ! goe I 
vaunt ! [Exeunt Zoya and the Ladie, 
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Her. Nay, but most of this is your fiault, that for many 
yeies, ondy upon meere mistrust, sever'd your body from 
your lady, and in that time gave opportunity, tum'de a 
jealous asse, and hired some to trie and tempt your ladies 
honour, whilest she, with aU posible industrie of apparant 
merit, diverting your unfortunate suspition 

Zuc, I know 't, I confesse, all this I did, and I doe 
^oriein't. Why? cannot a young lady for many monthes 
keepe honest? No, I misthought it. My wife had wit, 
beautie, health, good birth, faire clothes, and a passing 
bodie; a ladie of rare discourse, quicke eye, sweete lan- 
guage, alluring behaviour, and exquisit entertainement. 
I misthought it, I feard, I doubted, and at the last I 
found it out* I prayse my witte : I knewe I was a 
cuckold* 

Her, An excellent wit. 

Zw:. True, Fawne ; you shall read of some lords that 
have had such a wit, I can tell you ; and I found it out 
that I was a cuckold ! 

Her, Which now you have found, you will not be such 
an asse as Cesar, great Pompey, Lucullus, Anthony, or 
Cato, and diverse other Eomans, — cuckolds, who all 
knewe it, and yet were nere divorc'd upon 't : — or, like 
that smith-god, Yulcan, who, having taken his wife taking, 
yet was presently appeased, and entreated to make an 
annour for a bastard of hers, Eneas. 

Zuc. No, the Bomans were asses, and thought that a 
woman might mixe her thigh with a stranger wantonly, 
and yet stil love her husband matrimonially. 

Her. As indeede they say many maried men lye some- 
time with strange women, whom, but for the instant use, 
they abhor.. 



76 THE FAWNE. [act iv. 

Zuc, And as for Yulcan, t'was humanitye more then 
humane; such excesse of goodnesse, for my part, only 
belong to the gods. 

Her. Asse for you I 

Zuc, As for me, my Fawne, I am a batcheller now. 

Her, But you are a cuckold still, and one that knotres 
himselfe to be a cuckold. 

Zuc. Bight, thats it ; and I knew it not, tVere nothing ; 
and if I had not pursude it too, it had lyen in oblivion, 
and shaddowed in doubt, but now I ha blaz'de it. 

Her. The world shall knowe what you are. 

Zuc, True ; He pockit up no homes ; but my revenge 
shall speake in thunder. 

Her, Indeede I must confesse I know twenty are 
cuckoldes, honestly and decently enough : a worthy gallant 
spirit (whose vertue suppresseth his mishap) is lamented 
but not disesteem'd by it ; yet the world shall know 

Zuc, I am none of those silen coxcombs — ^it shaU out. 

Her. And although it be no great part of injustice for 
him to be struck with the scabbard that haz struck with 
the blade (for there is few of us but hath made some one 
cuckold or other) 

Zuc. True, I ha don 't my selfe. 

Her. Yet - 

Zuc, Yet I hope la man of wit may prevent his owne 
mishap, or if he can prevent it 

Her. Yet 

Zuc. Yet make it knowne yet, and so knowne that the 
world may tremble with onely thinking of it. Well, 
Pawne, whome shall I marie now ? 0, Heaven ! that God 
made for a man no other meanes of procreation and main- 
taining the world peopled but by weomen ! O I that we 
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could encrease like roses, by being slipt one from another, 
—or like flies, procreat with blowing, or any other way 
then by a woman, — ^by women, who have no reason in 
their love or mercy in their hate, no rule in their pitty, no 
pitty in their revenge, no judgement to speak, and yet no 
patience to hold their tongues; mans opposit, the more 
held doun, they swel ; above them naught but will, beneath 
them naught but hel. 

Her. Or, that since Heaven hath given us no other 
meanes to allay our furious appetite, no other way of in- 
creasing our progenie, — since we must intreat and beg for 
asswagement of our passions, and entertainment of our 
afEections, — ^why did not Heaven make us a nobler crea- 
ture then weomen, to shew unto ? — some admirable deitie, 
of an uncorruptible beauty, that might be worth our 
knees, the expence of our heat, and the crinkling of our 
hams. 

Zuc, But that we must court, sonnet, flatter, bribe, 
kneele, sue to, so feeble and imperfect, inconstant, idle, 
vaine, hollow bubble, as woman is ! O, my Fawne ! 

Her. O, my lord, looke, who here comes ! 

Enter Zoya, supported by a Gentleman Ussher, followed by 
He»od and Nymphadgra, toith much state; soft 
Musik playing. 

Zuc. Death a man ! is she delivered ? 

Her. Deliverd 1 Yes, O my don, delivered ! Yes, Dona 
Zoya, — the grace of society, — ^the musik of sweetly agree- 
ing perfection, — ^more clearely chast then ice or frozen 
raine, — that glory of her sexe, — that wonder of witte, — 
that beauty more freshd then any coole aai9L \x«ssMttX!k% 
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wind, — ^that now only wish of a man, — ^is delivered ! — ^is 
delivered ! 

Zuc, How? 

Her, From don. 

Zuc. That dry skalines, — that sarpego, — ^that barren 
drouth, and shame of all humanity ! 

Zoy. What feUowes that? 

Nym, Don. 

Zfuc, Tour sometime husband. 

Enter Philocalia. 

Zoy, Alas ! poore creature. 

Phil. The princes prayes your company, 

[All but Hercules, Zuccone, Herod, and 
Nymphadora, depart. 

Zoy, I waite upon her pleasure. 

Zuc. Gentlemen, why hazard you your reputation in 
shamefull company with such a branded creature ? 

Hero, Miserable man! whose fortune were beyond 
teares to be pittied, but that thou art the ridiculous author 
of thine owne laught-at mischiefe. 

Zuc. Without paraphrase, your meaning ? 

Nym. Why, thou womans foole ? 

Zuc. Good gentlemen, let one die but once. 

Hero. Was not thou most curstfiilly madd to sever thy 
selfe from such an unequalde rarity ? 

Zm, Is shee not a strumpet ? Is shee not with childe ? 

Nym. Tes, with feathers. 

Her. Why, weakenes of reason, couldst not perceive all 
was faind to be rid of thee ? 

Zuc. Ofme? 

Nym, She with child ? Untrodden snow is not so spotles ! 
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Hero. Chast as the first voice of a new-borne in&nt ! 

Her, Knowe, shee grewe lothing of thy jelousie ! 

i^^m. Thy most pernicious curiosity. 

Her. Whose suspitions made her unimitable graces 
motiye of thy base jelousy. 

Hero, Why, beast of man I 

Nym, Wretched above expression ! that snoredst over 
a beautie which thousands desired ! — ^neglecst her bed, for 
whose enjoying a very saint would have sued ! 

Her, Drfam'd her ! 

Hero. Suggested privily against her ! 

Nffm. Gave foul language publickly of her ! 

Her, And now, lastly, don that for her which she onely 
pndde for, and wisht as wholesome aire for, namely, to be 
ridde from such an unworthy — 

Hero. Senseles — 

Nym. Injurious — 

Her. Malitious — 

Hero. Suspitious — 

Nym. Mishaped — 

Her. Hl-languidg'd — 

Hero. Unworthy — 

Nym. Ridiculous — 

Her. Jealous — 

Hero. Arch coxcombe as thou art! 

[Exemt Nym. and Herod. 

Zuc. O I am sicke ! — my bloud ha 's the crampe ! my 
stomacke o'ertumes ! — O ! I am very sicke ! 

Her. Why, my sweete don, you are no cuckold ! 

Zuc. That 's the griefe on 't. 

Her. Thats 

Zuc. That I ha wrongd so sweete (and uorw, '\\i \!a?j 
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knowledg), so delicate a creature ! O me thinkes I em- 
brace her yet ! 

Her, Alas ! my lord, you have done her no wrong — 
no wrong in the world ; you have done her a pleasure — 
a great pleasure ! A thousand gentlemen — nay, dukes — 
will be proude to accept your leavings — your leavings ! 
Now is she courted ! This heire sendes her jewels, that 
lord proffers her joynters, tother knight proclaimes chal- 
lenges, to maintain her, the only not beautifall, but very 
beautie of woemen. 

Zuc, But I shall never embrace her more ! 

Her, Nay, that's true^ — ^that's most true. I would 
not aflflict you, onely think how unrelentles you were to 
her but supposed fault. 

Zuc. O ! tis true — ^too true ! 

Her, Think how you scomd her teares ! 

Zuc. Most right ! 

Her, Teares that were only shed (I would not vex 
you) in very griefe to see you covet your owne shame ! 

Zuc, Too true — too true ! 

Her, For, indeede, she is the sweetest modest soule, the 
ftdlest of pittie ! 

Ztic, O, yes ! 0, yes ! 

Her. The softnesse and very courrtesie of her sexe, as 
one that never lov'd any 

Zuc, But mee ! 

Her. So much that he might hope to dishonour her, 
nor anie so little that he might fear she disdaind him. 
O ! the graces made her a soule as soft as spotles down 
upon the- swans faire breast that drue bright Cythereas 
chariot. Yet thinke (I would not vexe you), yet thinke 
how crueU you were to her. 
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Zne. As a tiger — as a very tiger ! 

Her, And never liope to be recondldi never dreame to 
bee reooncild — ^never ! 

Zuc, Never! Alasl good ¥awne, what woldst wish 
me to do now P 

Eer. Faith ! go hange yourselfe, my don ; thats best, 
snxe. 

Zue. Nay, thats too good; for lie doe worse then 
that — ^Ile marie agame. Where canst pick out a morsell 
for me, FawneP 

Ear. There is a modest, matron-like creature 

Z»c. What yeeres, Fawne P 

Eer. Some fower score, wanting one. 

Zue. A good sober age ! Is she wealthy ? 

Eer, Very wealthy. 

Zue. Excellent! 

Eer. Shee has three haires on her scalpe and fower 
teeth in her head ; a browe wrinckled and puckred like old 
parchment halfe burnt. She haz had eies. No womans 
jawbones are more apparant ; her sometimes envious lips 
now shrink in, and give her nose and her chin leave to kisse 
each other verie moistlye. As for her reverend mouth, it 
seldome opens, but the very breath that flies out of it 
infects the fowls of the aire, and makes them drop down 
dead. Her brests hang like cobwebs ; her flesh will never 
make you cuckold ; her bones may. 

Zue, But is she welthyP 

Eer, Very wealthie. 

Zue. And wHl she ha mee, art sure ? 

Eer. No, sure, she will not have you. Why, do you 
thinke that a waiting-woman of three bastards, a strumpet 
nine times carted, or a hag whose eiea sboot i^ovassti — ^^^\> 

II. ^ 
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has beene an ould witch, and is now turning into a gib-cat, 
will ha you P Mary Don Zucone, the contempt of women 
and the shame of men, that has afflicted, contemnd so 
choice a perfection as Dona Zoyas ! 

Zm, Alas I Fawne, I confesse. What wouldst ha me do ? 

Her, Hang your selfe! You shal not marrie — ^you 
cannot. He tell yee what you shal do : there is a ship of 
fooles setting foorth ; if you make good meanes, and 
intreat hard, you may obtaine a passage, man — ^be mais- 
ters mate, I warrant yow. 

2kic, Fawne, thou art a scurvie bitter knave, and dost 
flout dons to their faces ; twas thou flatteredst me to this, 
and now thou laugh'st at me, dost? though indeede I had 
a certaine proclivity, but thou madest me resolute : dost 
grinne and geame ? O yow comforters of life, helpes in 
sicknesse, joyes in death, and preservers of us, in our 
children, after death, women, have mercie on me ! 

Her. O my don, that God made no other meanes of pro- 
creation but by these women ! I speake it not to vexe you . 

Ziic, O Fawne, thou hast no mercy in thee : dost thou 
leere on me ? Wei, ile creepe upon my knees to my wife : 
dost laugh at me? dost geame at me? dost smile? dost 
leere on me, dost thou ? O I am an asse ; true, I am a 
coxcombe ; wel, I am mad ; good : a nuscheife on your 
cogging tongue, your soothing throat, your oylie jawes, 
your supple hammes, your dissembling smiles, and the 
graund divill on you all ! When mischiefe favours our 
fortunes, and we are miserably, tho justly wretched. 
More pittie, comfort, and more helpe we have 
In foes profest, then in a flattering knave. [Exit. 

Her, Thus few strike saile untill they run on shelfe ; 
The eye sees all thinges but his proper selfe ; 
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Ldl all thiiiges curiosity liath beene 

YitLons at least, but herem most pernitious. 

What madnes ist to search and find a wound 

For whidi there is no cure, and which unfound 

Neere rankles, whose finding ondy woundes ? 

But he that upon vaine surmise forsakes 

His bed thus long, onely to search his shame ; 

Giyes to his wife youth, opportunity, 

Keepes her in idlefuU delitiousnesse, 

Heates and inflames imagination, 

FroYokes her to revenge with churlish wronges, — 

What should he hope but this ? Why should it lie in 

women. 
Or even in chastity it selfe (since chastities a female), 
T* avoide desires so ripened, such swetes so canded ? 
But she that hath out-borne such masse of wronges, 
Out-dur'de all persecutions, all contempts, 
Suspects, disgrace, all wantes, and all the mischeife. 
The basenes of a cankerd churle could cast upon her. 
With constant vertue, best fainde chastitie. 
And in the end tumes all his jealousies 
To his owne skome, that lady I emplore. 
It may be lawfuU not to praise, but even adore. 

Enter GtONZAGO, Gbanupfo, with full state. Enter the 
Comets sounding. 
Oon, Are our sportes readie? is the prince at hand? 
Her, The prince is now arrived at the com-t gate. 
Qxm. What meanes our daughters breathles hast ? 

Enter Dulcimel in hast. 
Did, O my princely father, now or never let your 
princely wisedome appeare ! 
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Gon. Feaxe not, our dangliter, if it rest within humaine 
reason, I warrant thee ; no, I warrant thee, Granuffo, if it 
rest in mans capacity. Speake, deare daughter. 

Dul. "iilL^ lord, the prince 

Gon, The prince, what of him, deare daughter ? 

Dul. O Lord, what wisedome our good parents neede, 
to shield their chickens from deceipts and wiles of kite-like 
youth ! 

Gon, Her very phrase displayes whose childe she is. 

DuL Alas ! had not youre grace beene provident, a very 
Nestor in advise and knowledge, ha! where had you poore 
Duldmel beene now ? what yaines had not I beene drawne 
into! 

Gon, Fore God ! shee speakes veiy passionately. Alas 1 
daughter. Heaven igives eveiy man his talent; indeed, 
vertue and wisedom are not fortunes giftes, therefore 
those that fortune cannot make vertuous, shee commonly 
makes rich ; for our owne part, wee acknowledge Heavens 
goodnes ; and, if it were possible to bee as wise againe as 
wee are, wee would neare impute it to our selves : for, as 
wee bee flesh and bloud, alas ! we are fooles ; but as wee 
are princes, schoUars, and have reade Cicero de Oratore, 
I must confesse there is another matter int. What of the 
prince, deere daughter ? 

Dul, Father, doe you see that tree, that leanes just on 
my chamber window P 

Gon. What of that tree? 

Enter Tiberio with his trame, 

Dul. 0, sir, but note the polide of youth; marke but 
the stratagems of working love. The prince salutes me, 
and thus greetes my eare. 
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Ckm. Speake softiy ; he is entred. 

IM, Altliougli )ie knew I yet stood wayering what to 
elect, because, though I affected, yet destitute of meanes 
to injoy each other, impossibilitie of having might kill 
our hope, and with our hope, desires to injoy ; therefore, 
to avoid all fsdnt excuses and vaine feares, thus he devised : 
— ^To Duldmels chamber-window a well-growne plain- 
tree spreads his happie armes ; by that, in depth of night, 
one may ascend (dispight all fathers jealousies and feares) 
into her bed. 

0(m. Speake low; the prince both markes and listens. 

JM. Tou shall provide a priest (quoth hee) ; in truth 
I promist, and so you well may tell him, for I temporized, 
and onelie held him off 

Oon. Politikely ; our daughter to a haire. 

IM, With fall intention to disclose it all to your pre- 
yenting wisedome. 

Ofm, I, let me alone for that ; but when intends he this 
invasion? — ^when will this squirrile dime P 

BuL. O, sir, in that is all — when but this night P 

Qon. This night? 

Bui, This very night, when the court revels had o're 
wakt your spirites, and made them full of sleepe, then 

Oon, Then, verhum sat aapienti I GK)e, take your cham- 
ber, downe upon your knees ; thank God your father is 
no foolish sotte, but one that can foresee and see. [Exit 
Dulcimel.] My lord, wee discharge your presence from 
our court. 

Tib. What means the duke? 

Oim. And if to-morrow past you rest in Urbin, the pri- 
viledge of an ambassadour is taken from you. 

Tib. Grood^youigraoQi some reason? 
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Gon. What 1 twise admonisht, twise again offending, 
And, now growne blushles ? You promis'd to gette into 
Her chamber ; she to get a priest. 
Indeed she wisht me tell you she confest it : 
And there, despight all fathers jealous feares, 
To consumate full joyes. Know, sir, our daughter 
Is our daughter, and has wit at will 
To gull a thousand easie things like you« 
But, sir, depart : the parliament prepar'd. 
Shall on without you : all the court this night 
Shall triumph that our daughter has escapt 
Her honors blowing uppe : your end you see. 
We speake but short but fiill, Socratice. [Exit. 

Eemaineth Hebcules and Tibkbio. 

T^. What should I thinke, what hope, what bjut ima- 
gine of thes enigmas ? 

Mer. Sure, sir, the lady loves you 
With violent passion, and this night prepares 
A priest, with nuptiall rightes, to entertaine you 
In her most private chamber. 

m. This I know, 
Weth too much torture, since meanes are all unknowne 
To come unto these endes. Wheres this her chamber ? 
Then what meanes shall without suspition 
Convey me to her chamber ? these doubtes 
End in despaire 

Enter Gonzago hastily . 
Gon, Sir, sir, this plaine-trje was not planted here 
To get into my daughters chamber, and so she praide ine 

tell you. 
What though the maine armes spreade into her window^ 
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And easie labour dimes it, sir, know 
She has a Toioe to speake, and bid you welcome 
With so fall breast that both your eares shall heare ant. 
And so she praide me tell you. Ha ! wee no bndne : 
Youth thinkes that age, age knowes that youth is vaine. 

[ExU, 

Tib. Why, now I have it, Fawne, — the way, the meanes, 
and meaning. Good duke, and t'were not for pitty, I 
could laugh at thee. Dulcimel, I am thine most mira- 
culously ; I will now beginne to sigh, reade poets, looke 
pale, go neatdy, and be most apparantly in love; as 
for 

Her, As for your old father 

Tib, Alas 1 he and all know, this an old saw hath bin. 
Faiths breach for love and kingdoms is no sin. [Exit, 

Her. Where are we now, Cyllenian Mercuric ? 
And thou, quicke issue of Joves broken pate. 
Aide and direct us ; you better stars to knowledge, 
Sweete coiistellations, that affect pure oyle, 
And holy vigill of the pale-cheeckt muses. 
Give your best influence, that with able spright 
We may correct and please, giving ful light 
To every angle of this various sense. 
Works of strong birth end better then commence. \Exit. 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 




JFhilest the Act iaaplayiiig, Hercules and Tibebio 
enters; Tibebio climes the tree, and is received 
ahove by Dulcimel, Philocalia, and a Priest : 
Hebcules staies beneath. 

i/J?r. ^^g^J H XJ mother of chast dew, nightes 
modest lampe, 
Thou by whose faint shine the blushing 
lovers 

Joyne glowing cheekes, and mixe their trembling lips 
In vowes well kiste, rise all as full of splendor 
As my breast is of joy I Ton genitall, 
You fruitefiil well mixt heates, blesse the sheetes 
Of yonder chamber, that Ferraraes dukedome. 
The race of princely issue, be not cursde, 
And ended in abhorred barrennes. 
At length kill all my feares, nor let it rest, 
Once more my tremblinges, that my too cold sonne 
(That ever scomer of humainer loves) 
Will still contemne the sweetes of marriadge. 
Still kill our hope of name in his dull coldned. 
Let it bee lawfull to make use, ye powers. 
Of humaine weakenes, that pursueth still 
What is inhibited, and most affects 
What is most difficult to be obtainde. 
So wee may leame, that nicer love 's a shade ; 
It foUowes fled, pursude, flies as afiraide. 
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And in the end dose all the various errors 
Of passages, most truely comicall : 
In morall learning with like confidence. 
Of him that yowde good fortune of the soeane 
Shall neither make him fiEit, or bad make leane. 

EfUer DoNDOLO laughing. 

Don, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Her, Why dost lau^h, foole, heeres no body with thee ? 

Don, Why, therefore doe I laugh, because theres no 
body with me. Would I were a foole alone ! I Mth, I am 
come to attend — ^let me goe, — ^I am sent to the princes, to 
oome and attend her father to the end of Cupids Par- 
liament. 

Her, Why, ha they sat abready upon any statutes P 

Don, Sat, I, all 's agreede in the nether house ! 

Rer, Why, are they divided ? 

Don, I; in Cupids Parliament all the young gal- 
lantes are a the nether house, and all the olde signiors 
that can but onely kisse are of the upper house. Is the 
princes above P 

Her, Noe, sure, I thinke the princes is beneath, man. 
Ha they supt, foole P 

Don, yes, the confusion of tongues at the large table 
is broke uppe, for see the presence filles. A foole, a foole, 
a foole, my coxcombe for a foole 1 

Enter Sie Amaeos, Heeod, Nymphadoeo, Gae- 
BETZA, Donetta, and Povbia. 

Hero, Stoppe, asse; whats matter, idiot P 
Don, O gallants, my fooles that were ap)^\3Di^ ^^ 
waight on Don Cupid have launcht out t\ic^ ^cce^ ^ 
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purge their stomackes on the water, and before Jupiter, 
I feare they will prove defective in their attendance. 

Hero, Pish, foole, theyle float in with the next tide. 

Bon. I, but whens tluit ? Lets see mine almanacke or 
prognostication. 

Sir Am. What, is this for this yeare ? 

Bon. In true wisedome, sir, it is. Let mee see the 
moone, fore pity 'tis in the wayne. What griefe is this, 
that 80 great a planet should ever decline or loose 
splendore ! Ful sea at 

Sir Am, Wheres the signe now, foole P 

Bon. Li Capricome, Sir Amoroso. 

Gar. What strange thing dos this almanack speak of, 
foole P 

Bon. Is this your lady, Sir Amarous P 

Sir Am. It is ; kisse her, foole. 

Hero. You may kisse her now, she is maried. 

Sir Am. So he might ha done before. 

Bon. In sober modesty, sir, I doe not use to doe it 
behind. 

Hero. Good foole, be acquainted with this lady to; 
shee 's of a very honest nature, I assure thee. 

Bon. I easily beleeve you, sir, for she hath a very vile 
face, I assure you. 

Gar. But what strange thinges dos thy almanacke 
speake of, good foole P 

Bon. That this yeare no childe shal be begotten but 
shall have a true father. 

Sir A. Thats good newes, ifaith. I am glad I got my 
wife with child this yeare. 

Her. Why, Sir Amaros, this may be, and yet you not 
the true father — may it not, Herod P 
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Gar, But what more sayes it, good Fawne P 

Her. Faith, lady, very strange thinges 1 It sayes that 
some ladies of your hayre shall have feeble hams, short 
memories, and very weake eye sight, so that they shall 
niigtftlrft their owne page, or even brother-in-law, some- 
times for their husbandes. 

Sir A. Is that all, Fawne ? 

Her. No, Sir Amaros; heeres likewise prophesied a 
great skarsitie of gentrie to ensue, and that some bores 
shall be dubbed Sir Amoroso. A great scarsitie of lawyers 
is likewise this year to ensue, so that some one of them 
shall be entreated to take fees a both sides. 

Enter Don Zuccone,/oZZoim«^ Dona Zoia on his knees. 

2kc. Most deere, deere lady ! Wife, lady, wife I 
do not but looke on me, and ha some mercy! 

Zoy. I will ha no mercie ! — I wil not relent ! 

Zuc. Sweete ladie 1 

Zoy. The order shall stand ; I am separated, and I wil 
be separated ! 

2kc. Deere ! my love ! wife ! 

Zoy. Hence, fellow ! I am none of thy wife ! Noe, I 
will be tyrannous aad a most deepe revenger. The order 
shal stand ! I will marry a fellow that keepes a fox in 
his bosom, a goat under his arme holes, and a polecat in 
his mouth, rather then re-accept thee« 

Zuc. Alas ! by the Lord, ladie, what should I say P As 
Heaven shall bless me — what should I say P 

Hero. Kneele and crie, man 1 

Zoy. Was I not handsom, generous, honest enough from 
my foote to my feather, for such a fellow as thou sxt^ 

Zuc. Alas ! I confesse— I confesse \ 
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Zoy, But goe thy waies, and wive with whome thou 
wilt, for my part. Thou hast spun a fair thread. Whole 
kisse thee now P whole court thee now ? whole ha thee 
now? 

Zuc, Yet be a woman ; and, for Gods sake, help mee ! 

Hero. And doe not stand too stifly. 

Zuc. And doe not stand too stifly ! Boe you make an 
asse of meP But let these raskals laugh at me. Alas ! 
what could I doe withallP 'twas my destiny that I should 
abuse you ! 

Zoy. So it is your destiny that I should thus revenge 
your abuse. No, the Irishman shall hate aquavite, the 
Welshman cheese, and the Dutchman salt butter, before 
Tie love or receive thee. Dos he crie P dos the babe pule P 
'Tis to late now — thou shouldest ha cried before — 'tis 
to late now. Goe, bury thy head in silence ; and let ob- 
livion be thy utmost hope. 

\The Courtiers addrease themselvea to dauncinff, whilest 
the Duke enters mth Granuffo, and takes his state. 

Her. Gallants, to dancing. Loud musicke — ^the dukes 
upon entrance 1 

Qon. Are the sportes ready P 

Her, Beady. 

Qxm. 'Tis enough. Of whose invention is this parlia- 
ment P 

Her. Ours. 

€hn. 'Tis enough. This night we will exalt ! let 
this night 
Be ever memorized with prouder triumphes — 
Let it be writ in lasting character 
That this night our great wisdome did discover 
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So dose a practice — ^that this night, I say, 

Our policy found out, nay, daslit the driftes 

Of the young prince, aad put him to shiftes ; 

Nay, past his shiftes (fore Jove ! we could make a good 

poet!) — 
Delight us. On ! we dain our princely eare — 
We are well plesd to grace you ; then skome feare. 

[ComeU playing. Drunkennes, Sloth, Pride, and 
Plenty, leade Cupid to his atate^ who U followed by 
Polly, Warre, Beggary, and Laughter. 

Stand, 'tis wisedome to acknowledge'ignorance 

Of what we know not ; we would not now prove foolish. 

Expound the meaning of your shew. 

Her, Triumphant Cupid! that sleepes on the soft 
cheeke 
Of rarest beauty, whose thron *s in ladies eyes ; — 
Whose force- writh'd lightning from Joves shaking hand 
Porc'd strong Alcides to resigne his dub, 
Pluckt Neptunes trident from his mighty arme, 
Unhelmed Mars — he (with those trophes borne. 
Led in by Sloth, Pride, Plenty, Drunkennes, 
Followde by Folly, Warre, Laughter, Beggary) 
Takes his faire throne, sit pleasde ; for now we move. 
And speake not for our glorie but for love. 

[Hercules takes a howle of wine, 

Gon, A prety figure. What, begins this session with 
ceremony P 

Her, With a fiill health to our great mistresse, Venus, 
Let every state of Cupids parliament 
Begin the session, quod honumfauatumque iitprecor, 

[Heicvjlea drinke% aTiedXtlv. 
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Oon, Giv't us; wede pledge: nor sliall a man tliat 
lives. 
In charity refuse it. I will not be so old 
As not be grac't to honour Cupid. Giv 't us fiill. 
When we were young we could ha trold it off, 
Drunke down a Dutchman. 

Her. *Tis lamentable ; pitty your grace has forgot it. 
Drunkennes ! O 'tis a most fluent and swelling vertue ; 
sure the most just of all vertues : 'tis justice itselfe ; for, 
if it chance to oppresse and take too much, it presently 
restores it againe. It makes the king and the peasant 
equall ; for, if they "are both drunke alike, they are both 
beastes alike. As for that most precious light of heaven — 
Truth — ^if Time bee the father of her, I am sure Drunken- 
nes is oftentimes the mother of her, and bringes her forth. 
Drunkennes bringes all out, for it bringes aU the drinke 
out of the pot, all the witte out of the pate, and all the 
money out of the purse. 

Cron, My Lord Granuffo, this Fawne is an e]^cellent 
fellow. 

Bon, Silence. 

Gon, I warrant you for my lord here. 

Ou^. Since multitude of lawes are signes either of much 
tirannie in the prince or much rebellious disobedience in 
the subject, we rather thinke it fit to study how to have 
our old lawes thorowly executed, then to have new 
statutes comborously invented. 

Gon, Afore Jove, he speakes very weU. 

Her, O, sir. Love is very eloquent, makes all men good 
orators ; himselfe then must needes be eloquent. 

Cup, Let it therefore be the maine of our assembly to 
survay our old lawes, and punish their transgressions ; for 
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that oontmually tlie complaints of lovers ascend up to our 
deity, that love is abusde, and basely bought and solde, 
beautie corrupted, affection fainde, and pleasure her selfe 
sophisticated ; that young gallants are proud in appetite 
and weake in performance; that young ladies are phan- 
tastically inconstant, — old ladies impudently unsatiate, — 
wives complaine of unmarried women, that they steale the 
dewes belonging to their sheetes, — and maides exdaime 
iqypon wives, that they unjustly ingrosse all into their 
owne handes, as not content with their owne husbandes, 
but also purloyning that which shoulde bee their comfort. 
Let us therefore be severe in our justice ; and if any, of 
what degree soever, have approvedly offended, let him be 
instantly unpartially arrested and punished. Beade our 
statutes. 

Her, A statute made in the five thousand fowre hundred 
threescore and three yeare of the easefuU raigne of the 
mighty potent Don Cupid, emperour of sighes and pro- 
testations, great king of kisses, archduke of dalliance, and 
sole lov'de of him, for the maintaining and releeving of his 
olde souldiers, maimed or dismembred in love. 

Don, Those that are lightlie hurt, shame to complaine ; 
those that are deepely strucke are past recoverie. 

Ckp, On to the next. 

Her, An act against the plurality of mistresses. 

Cu^, Eeade. 

Her, Whereas some over amorous and unconscionable 
covetous young gallants, without all grace of Venus, or 
the feare of Cupid in their mindes, have at one time in- 
grossed the care or cures of divers mistresses, with the 
charge of ladies, into their owne tenure or occupation, 
whereby their mistresses must of neceasitfe \i^fe ^erj *^ 
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and unsufficiently served, and likewise many able portly 
gallants live unfiimislied of competent entertainment, to 
tlie merit of their bodies; and wberas likewise some 
other greedy strangers have taken in the purines, outset 
land, and the aundent commons of our soveraine liege 
Don Cupid, taking in his very high waies, and inclosing 
them, and annexing them to their owne lordships, to the 
much empoyerishing and putting of divers of Cupids 
true harts and loiall subjectes to base and abhominable 
shifts : Bee it therefore enacted, by the soveraigne autho- 
rity and erected ensigne of Don Cupid, vnth the assent of 
some of the lordes, most of the ladies, and all the com- 
mons, that what person or persons soever shall, in the 
trade of honor, presume to weare at one time two ladies 
favors, or at one time shall earnestly court two women 
in the way of marriage, or if any under the degree of a 
duke shall keepe above twentie women of pleasure, a 
dukes brother fifbeene, a lord ten, a knight or a pen- 
tioner or both fower, a gentleman two, shall ipso facto 
bee arrested by follies mace, and instantly committed 
to the ship of fooles, without either baile or maine-prize, 
jmilessimo centedmo^ quingintmmo, guadragesimo nono. 
Cupidinis semper unitts, Nymphadoro to the barre. 

Nym, Shame a foUy, wil Fawne now turn an informer ? 
Dos he laugh at me P 

Her. Domina Garbetza, did hee not ever protest, you 
were his most onely elected mistres P 

Gar, He did. 

Her. Domina Donella, did hee not ever protest you 
were his most onely elected mistresse P 

Bon. He did. 
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Her, Domina Poveia, did hee not e^er protests Hiat 
you were his moat onely elected mistrDsse ? 

Fim. He did, 

Nfm. Mercy \ 

Cup, Our mercy ia uothmg, unlesse some lady will beg 
tliee^ 

Ladm, Out upon him, dissemblingj perfidious Iyer I 

Mer, Indeed 'tis no reason ladies should beg liers. 

Ni^m, Thus he that loveth many, if once knowaej 
Is justly plagued to he helov'de of none, [Exit, 

Mer^ An act against counterfeiting of Cupida royaUe 
coine, and abusing Ms subjectes with fajge money* To 
the barre. Sir Araaroa* In most lamentable forme conn 
plaineth to your blinde celsitude, your diatressed orators, 
the women of the world, that ia respect that mmiy apend 
thriiles,who haying exhausted and wilted their substaace, 
and in stranger partes have with emptie showes, trea- 
sonably purchased ladies affect ions^ without being of 
ability to pay them for it with currant money, and there- 
fore have deceitfully sought to sstisiie them with coimter- 
leite met tell J to the great displeasnre and no smal lossc 
of your humblest subjectes- May it therefore with your 
pittifdl asaeat be enactedj that what lord, knight, or 
gentleman soeter, knowing himselfe insufficient* bankerout, 
exhausted, and wasted, shai trayterously flare to entertaine 
any lady, aa wife or mistrease, ipso facto to be severed 
from all commercement with women, his wife or mistresse 
in that state offending to be forgiven with a pardon of 
course, and himseUe instantly to be pressed to saile in the 
ahip of foolesj without either bade or main-prise. Sir 
Amarous is arrested* 

Sir Ama^^ Judgement of the court, 

n. 7 
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n^. I take my oath upon thy brothers body, tia none 
of iMne. 

Sir A* By tbe hart of dissembkuee, tMs Fawne ha$ 
wrought witli US as strange taylors work in eorpomte 
cities, where they are not free all inward, inward he lurkt 
in the boiome of uSj and yet wee know not bi8 profeasion. 
Sir, ,let me have connaell P 

Eer> 'Tia in great Cupid» case; you may haTie no 
eounse]!. 

Sir A, Death a justice I are we in Normandy ? TfVhati 
is my ladies doome then ? 

Oup, Aeqnited by the expresse parol of the statute^ 
Hence^ and in thy ignorance be quietly happie. Away 
with HiTTi — on t I 

Her, An act against forgers of love letters, false l)rag" 
garts of ladies favonrs, and vaine boasters of counterfeit 
tokens. 

Hero. Tis I3 tis 1 1 I a)nfe3se ^uiltie, guilty ! 

Her, I wiU bee most humaine and right courteously 
iangiiaged in thy oorrecfcion, and onely say^ thy vice, from 
apparaut here^ has made thee an apparant beggar, and 
now of a false knave hath made thee a true foole. FoUy, 
to the shippe with him, and twice a day let him be due 
at the mayne-yeard. 

Cup. Proceede! 

Htr, An act against slanderera of Cupids liege la 
uames, and lewde defamers of their honors, 

Zuc. Tis I, tis I ! I weepe and crie out, I have been a" 
most contumelious offenderp My onely crie is Mkerere I 

Oup. If your relenting lady ml have pittie on you, the 
fault against our deity be pardoned* 

Zuc. Madam, if ever I have found favour in yorn: eyes. 
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if ever you liaye thought me a reasonable handsome 
fellow, as I am sure before I had a beard you might, 
be merdfiiU 1 

Zoy. Well, upon your apparant repentoQce, that all 
modest spectators may witnes, I have for a short time 
onely thus feynedly hated you, that you might ever after 
truely love me, uppon these cautions I reaccept you ; first 
you shall vow 

Zuc. I doe vow, as Heaven blesse me, I will doe I 

Zoy, What? 

Zuc, What ere it be ; say on, I beseech you, 

2kiy. You shall vow 

Zuc, Yes. 

Zoy, That you shall never — 

Zuc, Never 

2^, Eaine love to my waiting-woman or chamber-* 
maide. 

Zuc, No. 

Zoy^ Never promise them such a farme to their 
inariadge 

Zuc, No. 

Zoy. If sheele discover but whom I affect. , 

Zuc, Never. 

Zoy, Or if they know none, that theil but take a false 
oath, I do, onely to be ridde of mee. 

Zuc, I sweare I wil not ; I will not onelie not counter- 
fetlie love your women, but I will truelie bate them ; an't 
be possible, so far ^om maintaining them, that I will 
begger thiem. I wil never picke their tronkes for lettej«, 
search their pockets, ruffle their bosoms, gr tear their 
foule smocks ; — never ! never ! 




Zoi^. That if I cbanoe to Imve a Kumor to be in a 
masks, you shall not ^ow jimloiis. 

Bu€. NcTer. 

^^, Or grudge at the expenee. 

Eu€, Never \ I wil eate mine own annes first. 

^^t That you shall not search, if iny chambeT^dorc 
hinges be ojhl to avoid creaking. 

Ziic, As I am a sensible creature. 

j^^, Nor erer suspect the reason why my bedde-chamber 
lloore is double-matted, 

Zuc. Not, as I have bloud in mee> 

Z<^. You shall Yowe to weare cleane linnen^ and feede 
whoLaomelie* 

Zm. I, and highly. I will take no more tobacco, or 
come to your sheet gs drunke, or get wenches* I wil ever 
^ed on fried frogs, broild snayles, and boilde lamstoaes ; 
— I wiU adore thee more thea a mortall,^ — observe and 
serve you as more then a mi&treasej — doe all duties of a 
husband, — ^U offices of a man, — aU services of thy crea- 
ture, — and ever Uve in thy pleasure, or die in thy service. 

Zo^* Then here my quarrell endes ; thus cease all strife* 

Eiic, Until they loose, men know not whats a wife. 
We sleight and dully view the lampe of heaven. 
Because we daylie aeet, which but bereaved. 
And held one httlc weeke from darkened eyes. 
With greedy wonder wee should all admire \ 
Opinion of command puts out loves fire. 

Her. An act against mununersi false seemers, that 
abuse ladies vrith counterfeit faces, courting only by sigues. 
and seeming wise onely by silence. 

€up. The penalty? 

Bbt, To be urg&d to speake, and then, if inward ahDity 
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answer not outward seeming, to ba^'^ii^mmitted instaatly 
to tlie ghippe of fooles during great CupSi pleasure. My 
Lord GratiiiffOj to tke barre, Speake^ epeaka-; ii not this 
law juBt? \'*-*- 

Gra. Just, sure ; for in good trutli or in gfood sooth, 
wten wise men speake, they still nmst open their raoulh. 
Her, The brazen head tas spoken, -;* ^, 

Don. Thoti art arreited, * - vj \ 

Gra. Me? ' -'y 

Ber, And judged away* [EseU Gmnuffo* 

Qon, Thus silenee, with grave lookea, with hums and ^ 
hawes, 
Make^ many worshipped, when if tried the* are dawes i 
Thata the morahty or lenvoy of it — lenvoy of it. On. 

Her, An act against prira conspiraciesj by which, if 
any with ambitious wiscdome shall hope and strive to 
OTitstrippe Lovej to crosse his wordes, and make frustrate 
his sweete pleaanress — if such a presniDptuous wisedome 
faJl to nothing, and die in laughter, the wizard so tmns- 
gr€ssing is ipm facto afljudged to oiFend in most deepe 
treason, to forfdte all his witt at the will of the lord, and 
b« instantly committed to the shippe of foolea for ever, 

Gon^ I, marrie, sir. O might Edipns riddle me out 
such a feilow I Of all creaturea breathing, I doe hate 
those thinges that stmgle to seeme wise, and yet are in- 
deed very fooles- I remember, when I was a young man, 
in my fathers dayes, there were fower gallant spirites, for 
resoludon, as proper for body, as witty in disconrse, as any 
were in Europe, nay, Europe had not such j I was one of 
them. Wee fowre did all love one lady, — ^a modest, chaate 
virgin shee was; wee all injoyde her, I well remember, 
and so injoyde her, that, despight the strictest guard was 
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set upon her, wee ]^'(itier at out pleasure : I speake it for 
her honour and icy'credite.' Where shall you finde such 
witty fellowes'uow-a-daiesP Alas! how easie it is, in 
these vfedk^t.\\m!d%y to crosse love trickes. Ha I ha ! ha ! 
Alas ! 7 "ssQile to think I must confesse, with som glory 
to jnine' own wisedom, to thinke how I found out, and 
crossed^ and curbd, and jerkt, and firkte, and in the end 
itj^e' desperate Tiberios hope.. Alas! good sillie youth, 
•*^at dares to cope with age and such a beard. I speake 
il without glory. 

Her. But what yet might your well-known wisdome 
thinke. 
If such a one, as being most severe, 
A most protested opposite to the match 
Of two young lovers, — who having bard them speech, 
AH intervewes, all messages, all meanes, 
To plot their wished ends, — even he himselfe 
Was, by their cunning, made the goe-betweene, 
The onely messenger, the token-carrier, . 
Tould them the times when they might fitly me^tcj 
Nay, shew'd the way to one anothers bedde P 

Oon, May one have the sight of such a fellow for 
nothing? . . 

Doth their breath such an egregious asse ? ' 
Is there such a foolish animal in rerum natwa ? 
How is it possible such a.simplicitie can exist? Let us 
not lose our laughing at him, for Gods sake ! Let Pollied 
8cq)ter light upon him, and to the shippe of fooles with 
him instantly I 

Don, Of all these follies I arest your grace. 

Oon, Mee? ha! mee? me, verletP me, foole? Ha J 
too th' jayle with him I Wliat, varlet ? <jall me asse ?— 
meP 
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Her, What 1 grave Urbins duke ? Dares Follies scepter 
touch his prudent shoulders ? 
Is he a coxcombe ? No, my lord is wise ; 
For wee all know that Urbines duke has eyes. 

€hn, God a mercy, Pawne ! Hold, yarlet I Hold thee, 
good Pawne — rayling reprobate ! 

Her. .Indeed, I must confesse your grace did tell 
And first did intimate your daughters love 
To otherwise most cold Tiberio ; 
After convaide her private favour to him, 
A curious skarfe, wherein her needle wrought 
Her private love to him. 

Oon. What! I do this? Hal . ' 

Her. And last, by her perswasion, shevde the youth 
The very way and best-elected time 
To come unto her chamber. 

Gon, Thus did I, sir? 

Her, Thus did you, sir ; but I must confesse 
You i)ient not to doe this, but were ranckly gulde-^ 
Made a plaine naturall. This sure, sir, you did. 
And in assurance, Prince Tiberio, 
Eenowned, witted Duldmel, appeare \ 
The acts of constant honor cannot feaie. [Exit Hercules. 

TiBEBio and Dulcimel dbove^ are discovered hand in 
hand. 

Duh Eoyally wise and wisely royall father — 
Bon, Thats sententious now — a figure calde in art 

Ironia. 

BuL I humbly thanke your worthy piety that through 

your only means I have obtained ao i^^ Vsrvs^^ «aS^ 

desired a husband* 
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Qm. Deatki a diseretion I if I abould prove a foole 
now. Am not I sb aase, tUiuke yon, lia ? I will have 
them both bound together, and sent to the Duke of Fer- 
rara pTesenlly, 

Tik, I am siirej good father, wee are bott bound togie- 
tber as fast aa the priest can make us already, I thaake 
you for itj kind father \ I thanke you onely for 't, 

Hbboules miera m hk own iltape. 

Her. And as for sending them to the Duke of Feirara, 
aee, my good brd, Feiraraes orejoid prince meetea thee in 
inllest wish. 

Gan, By the Lord t I am asbamde of my selfe, that 's 
the plaiue troth ; but I know now wherefore this parha- 
ment was. What a slumber have I been in I 

Eer, Never ^eve nor wonder — all things sweetely 
litte. 

Gon, There is no tolly to protested wit. 

Her, What still in wondring ignorance 
f coufereBce 
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E P I L G U S. 

AN D thus, in bolde yet modest phrase we end. 
He whose Thalia with swiftest hand hath pend 
This lighter subject, and hath boldly tome 
Fresh bayes from Daphnes arme, doth onely scome 
MaHtious censures of some envious few. 
Who thinke they loose if others have their due. 
But let such addars hisse ; know, all the sting, 
All tiie vaine fome, of all those snakes that ringes, 
Minervas glassefuU shield can never taint, 
Poyson, or pierce. Firme art disdaines to faint ; 
But yet of you that with impartiaU faces^ 
With no prepared malice, but with graces 
Of sober knowledge^ have survaide the frame 
Of his sleight scene, — ^if you shall judge his flame 
Distemperatdy, weake, as faulty much 
In stile, in plot, in spirit; loe! if such 
He daines, in selfe-accusing phrase, to crave 
For prayse, but pardon, which he hopes to have ; 
Since he protests he ever hath aspirde 
To be belovde rather then admirde« 



PROLOGUE. 



^LIGHT hastk kboujB, iii ihm eaaic play, 
Present not wliat you wouldj but wliat we may : 
For tills vouchsafe to know, the onely end 
Of onr now atudie is, not to offend. 
Yet tMnk not, hnt like others, raile we coiild 
(Beat art presents, not what it can, but should); 
And if our pen in this seeme over slight, 
We strive not to instruct, but to delight. 
As for some few, we know of piarpoae hem 
To taxe and scowt : know, firme art cannot i^re 
Vahie rage ^ onely the highest grace we pray 
Is, you'le not taxe tmtill you judge our play, 
Thinke, and then speake; tis raahnesse, and not wit, 
To speake what is in passion, and not jud«^ement fit. 
Sit then, with faire exspectaace, and survay 
Nothing but passionate man in his slight pky, 
Who hath this onely ill, to some deem'd worst — 
A modest diffidence, and seKe-mistruBt 



Fahule Jrgummtmi. 

The difference betwixt the love of a curtezan and a wife, 
is the Aill scope of the play, which, intermixed w\tk ^3&» 
deceits of a wittie Citie jester, fils up ftie cOTa!£&^.. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS, 

Fbancischina, a Dutch Curtezan. 

Mabt Faugh, an old Woman, 

Sir LiONfiLL Fbbbvill, ") ^ , , ^ . , 
_ __ ^ \ Tm old KnvghU, 

Sir HUBEBT SUBBOTSy ) 

Young Fbebvill, Sir Lionells Sonne. 

Beatbicb, 7 «. „ T. T^ 

[ Sir Hubbbts Baughters. 
Cbispinella, ) 

PuTiPEB, their Nurse. 

Tysefew, a blunt Gallant. 

Caqueteub, a ^railing Gull, 

Malheubeux, Toung Fbeeyills unhajfpie Friend. 

CoGLEDEMOY, a kjiMim^hf witty City Companion. 

Maister Mulligbub, a Vintner. 

Mistresse Mulligbub, his Wife. 

Muter BuBNiSH, a Goldsmith. 

LioNELL, his Man. 

HoLiFEBNES Bains-gube, a Barbers Boy. 

Three Watchmen. 
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SCENA PEIMA. 

Enter Three Page^^ mth lightei. Mulligkubb, 
Free VILE J Malheoredx, Tisefett, md Ca- 

QUETEUE. 



•^ee. ^^^l^S^AT, comfort^ my good hoaat Sharke ; my 
^^ood MuUigruhb. 

MaL AdvoJice thy snout; doe not 

suffer thy sorrowful nose to droppe on 

thy Spauisli leatlier jerkin, most liardly honest Mulligrubs 

Free, What, cogging Coeledfiinoy is runae away with a 

n^tst of goblets. True, what thea ? they will be ham* 

nierd out well enough, I warrant you. 

MiU. SuTEj some wise man would linde them out pre* 
^ntly. 

Free, YeSj sure, if we could finde out some wise mau 
presently. 
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MuL How was tlie plate lost P bow did it TBniali ? 

Ftee, In moat sincere prose, thus i That man of much 
money, some mttej but leaa lioneatie, cogging Cocledemoy, 
comes this night late into mine hoates MuMigruhs taveme 
heere, cals for a roome ; the house being fiilj Cocledemoy 
consorted with his moveable chattlcj his instrument of 
fornication, the bawde Mrs. Mary Faughj are imparlarde 
next the atreete ; good poultrie waa their fbode, blackbird, 
larkej woodcocke; and mine boast here oomes in, ciyes 
God blesse you, and departes. A blinde harper enters, 
craves audience, nncaaeth, pi ayes ; the dra weTj for female 
priyatnea aake^ is nodded out, who knowing that whoso- 
ever will hit the mark of protit must, like those that 
shoot in stone-bo wea, winke with one eye, growes blind a 
the right side, and departs. 

Oaq* He ahal answere for that winking with one eye at 1 
the last day* 

MaL Let him have day till then, and he will winke ^ 
mth both his eyes. 

Free, Cocledemoy, perceiving none in the roome but 
the blind harper (whose eyea Heaven had shut up from 
beholding wickednesse), nndaspes a <^sement to the street 
very patiently, pockets up three bowles tinnatnrally, 
thmatea his wench forth the window, and him seKe most 
prepoatcTOnsly, with hia heeles forward, followea: the 
unseeing harper playes on, bids the empty dlshea and tlie 
treacherous candles much good do them. The cbtiwer 
rctumes, but out, alas \ not onely the birdea, but also the 
neaat of goblets were flowne away. Laments are raisde 

%*. V^Tiich did not pierce the heavens. 

JVee. The drawers mone, mine hoast doth crie, 
bowles are gone. 
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MuL Hie finis Friamu 

Mak Nay, be Eot jaw-fahie, my most sharking MuHi- 
grub. 

Free* TU your just affliction ; remember the sinneB of 
the seller, and repentj repent ! 

Muh I am not jaw-falnej but I will hang the com- 
catching Cocledemoy, and theres an end of 't» [Exii. 

Cm* Is it a right stone P it she we 3 well by candlelight, 

F^ee* Bo doe many thinges that are counterfeit e, but 1 
assure you this is a right diamond* 

Cm, Might I borrow it of you P it will not a little grace 
my finger in visitation of my mistresse. 

F^ee. Why, use it, most sweet Caqueture, use it, 

QiC. Thankea, good air; *tia growne high night ; geutlesi 
rest to you» [EatU, 

Tys, A torch p Sound wench, soft sleepe, and sanguine 
dreames to you both, On^ boy. 

Free. Let me bid you good rest. 

Mid. J?ot soj trust me, I must bring my friend home : 1 
dare not give yon up to your owue compauie ; I feare the 
warmth of wine and youth will draw you to some common 
house of lascivious entertainement, 

Pree, Moat neceesarie bmLdiugs, Malheureus ; ever since 
my intention of marriage, I doe pray for their continuauoe, 

Mai. Lov'd sir, your reason P 

F^ee. Marry, least m^ house should be made one, 1 
would have married men love the stewes as EngHshmcu 
lov*d the Low Countreys: wish war should be mamtain'd 
there, least it should come home to their owne dorea. 
What, suffer a man to have a hole to put hia head vsy^ 
though hee goe to the piUorie for it I YoxitV ^Tiji. ^^-^^^^ 
are above the clubbe of Herculea. 
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Mai. This luat is a most deadly sinne, Bure, 

JVee. Nay, tis a most lively simie, suie. 

MaL Well, I am sure, tis one of the head sinnes* 

Free. Nay, I am sure it is one of the middle ainneB. 

MaL Htie, tis growne a most dayly vice, 

JVeef. But a more nightly Yice, I assmre you. 

Mai. Well, tis a simie. 

Free, I, or else few men would wish to go to heaven ;i 
andj not to disguise with my Mend, I am now going the ' 
way of all flesh » 

MaL Hot to a curtezan ? 

Free. A courteous one. 

MaL What, to a sinner P 

J^ee* A. Terie publican* 

M&L Deere, my lov'd friend, let mee bee full with you : 
Know, air> the strongest argument that speakes 
Against the soules eternitie is lust. 
Til at Wisemans foUy, and the fooles wisedome : 
But to grow wOd in loose lasciTiousnesse, 
Given up to heat and sensmdl appetite. 
Nay, to expose your health and strength and name, 
Your precious time, and with that time the hope 
Of due prefermentj advantageous meanes^ 
Of any worthy end, to the stale nse. 
The common bosome of a money creature, 
One that sels humane flesh — a mangonist ! 

J^. Alast good creatures, what would you have then? 
doe P Would you have them get their living by the eurae 
of man, the sweat of their browca ? So they doe i evf^rie 
man must follow his tradcj and eyerie woman her oocupa- 
tion* A poore decayed mechanicall mans wife, her 
husband is byd up, may not she lawfully be layd downe, 
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when lier kusbands onely liamg is by his ivifes falling ? A 
captaities wife wants meanes, her commaander lies in open 
field abroad, may not she lye in civile armes at home ? A 
wai^hting gentlewoman, that had wont to take say to her 
lady J miscaries or so; the court raisfortane thrower her 
downe \ may not the citie curtesie take her up ? Do you 
know no alderman would pitie such a womans case? 
Why is chanty growne a ainne, or releeving the pooTe and 
impotent an oiFence ? You will say beasts take no money 
for their ilealdy entertainment: true, beeauae they tire 
beasts J therefore beastly j onely men give to loose^ because 
they are men, therefore manly i and iiideede, wherein 
should they bestow their money better? In land, the title 
may be crackt; in houses, they may bee burnt ; in 
apparell^ t^ll weare ; in wine, alas ! for pitie our throate m 
but short; but employ your money upon women, and a 
thousand to nothing, some one of them will bestow that on 
you which shall sticke by you as long aji you live \ they 
are no ingratefnll persons, they will give tiuite for quo i do 
ye protest, they 'le sweare ; doe you rise, theyle faU \ doe 
yon fall, they 'le rise ; do yon give them the French crowne, 
they 'le give you the French — jmtmjuda jmtum / They 
sell their bodies : doe not better persons sell their soules? 
nay, since all things have been souldj honor j justice, faith ; 
nay, even (jod himselfe ; aye mej what base ignoble negae is 
it, to sell the pleasure of a wanton bed ? 
Why doe men scrape, why heape to full heapes Joyne ? 
But for his mistresse, who would care for coyne ? ■ 
For this I hold to be deny'd of bo man, 
All thinges are made for man, and man for woman ; 
Give me my fee. 

MaL Of ill you merite well My hearts good friend. 
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licave yet at length, at leDgtb ; for kaow tliis ever, ^H 

Tifl no such sinne to erre^ bat to persever* ^^ 

Free. Beautie is womans vertue, love the liTes musique, 
and womau the daintines or second course of Heavens 
curious workmansliip. Since then b^uty, love, and^ 
woman are good, how ean the love of womaTis beauty b^^| 
bad? and, B^mmm^ quo commufiius^ eo meliu^^ wil*t thett^^ 
goe with me P 

Mai Whether? 

I^ee* To a house of Balvation* 

MaL Salvation? 

Free. Tea, 'twill make thee repent. WU't goe to tte' 
family of love ? I will shew thee my creature ; a pretty 
mmhle-eyd Dutch tanakin ; an honest soft^harted impro- 
priation; a soft^ plumpej round- cheekt froe, that has 
beauty enough for her vertue^ vertue enough for a 
woman, and woman enough for any reasonable man in my 
knowledg, Wil*t pasae a long with me? 

MaL What, to a brothell? — to behold an impudent 
prostitution ; fye on 't, I shall hate the whole sex to see 
her. The most odious spectacle the earth can present is 
an immodest vuJger woman. 

Free. Good^ still; my braine shall fcecp't. You must 
goe as you love me. m 

MaL Well, lie go to make her loath the shame sh^ V 
m; 
The sight of vice augments the hate of sinne. J 

Free, The sight of vice augments the hate of sinne I " 
Very ^g^ perdy. [^eunt^ 
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SCENA SECUm)A. 

Enter Cocledemoi and Maey Faugh, 

€oc. Maiyj Mary Faugh. 
l^m-. Hem. 

€oc. Come, my worsliipMl rotten rougli-bellide baud ; 
ba I my blew-tooth'd patrones of naturall wickednesse, give 
me the gobletts. 

Mar, By yea, a^d by nay, Maister Codedemoy, I feare 
you*le play the knave, and restore them, 

Coc, Ko, by the lord, aunt, restitution ia catboHque, 

and thou know'st we love 

Mar, What? 

Odc. Orades are aeaa'd ; tempm preferltum, do*st hearej 
my worahipftdl glisterpipe, tbou ungodly fyer that burnt 
Dianas temple ? — do*st lieare, baud ? 

Mar* In very good truthnes, you are the foulest 
moulli'd, propbaine, railing brother, call a woman tie most 
ungodly names ; I must coufease, we all eate of the for- 
bidden firuite, and for mine owue part, tbo I am one of 
the family of love, and, as they say, a bawd that covers 
the multitude of sinnes, yet I trust I am none of the 
wicked that eate fish a Fridaies. 

Coc, Hang toastes; I raile at thee, my worshipfuU 
organ beUowes that fills the pipes, my fine ratling fleamy 
oough a the lunges, and cold with a pox ? I raile at thee, 
what, my right pretious pandres, supportres of barbar sur- 
geons, and inhauutres of loiium and dyet drinke? I raile 
at thee, necessary damnation ? He make an oratioUj I, in 
praise of thy most courtly in fashion, and most pleasnreable 
function, I. 
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Mar. I, prethee do, I lo?e to heafe mj seUe pmis'd, m 
well as any old ladie, I, 

Coo, List then ; A baud, first for liar profession or vw»' 
tioE, it is most worahippfull of all the twelve companies ; 
for, as that trade is most honorabie that sells the best 
ooimnodityes — as the draper is more worsliipfidl then the 
poyiitmaker, the silkemaa more worsbippfull then the 
draper, and the goldsmith more honorable then both> 
littie Mary — so the baud above aE; her ahop has the 
beat ware ; for where these sell but eloath, sattens, and 
jewelsi shee sels divine vertues, as virginitiej modestie, and 
such rare jerames; and those not Eke a petty chapman, by 
retaile, but like a great marchaut, by wholesale ^ wa, ha, 
ho I And who are her customers ? Not base corn-cutters 
or sowgelderSj but moat rare wealthie knightea^ and most 
mre bountifoLL lordes, are her customers. Againep where 
as no trade or vocation proliteth but by the losse and 
displeasure of another — as the marchant thrives not but by 
the hcentiousnes of giddieandunsetled youth; the lawyer, 
but by the vexation of Ms client s the pMsition, but by 
the maladies of his patient — onely my smotbe-gumbdo 
bawd lives by others pleasure, and onely growes rich by 
others rising. I mercifull gaine, ! rig^hteous income ! 
So much for her vocation, trade, and life. As for their 
death, how can it bee bad, ainco their wickeduesse is 
alwayea before their eyes, and a deathes head most csom- 
ipaoniy on their middle finger ? To conolude, tis most cer* 
taine they must needs both live well and dye well, sinee 
most commonly they live in Clearkenwell, and dye in 
Bridewell, i?m Mary, 

Mier "PuiSEViLB and MAtHEtTREUa, 

Free* Come alongi yonders the preface or exordium to 
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my wencli, the bawde : Petch, fetch* What \ M* Code- 
demoy, i& your knavesliippe yet stirrmg? Looke to it, 
Mullignib lyes for you. 

Ent^r COCLEDEMOY. 

Coc. The more foole he ; I can lye for my selfe, woT^hip- 
fuli friend ^ hang toastes, I vanniah. Ha 1 my fine boy, 
thou art a acholler, and hast read Tuiliea Offices^ my fine 
knave ; hang toastcs. 

Free. The vintner will toaat you, and he catch you, 

Coc^ I will draw the vintner to the stoope, and when he 
runs loWj tilt him. Ha ! my fine knave, art going to thy 
recreation ? 

Free. TeSj my caprice ous raskaO, 

Coc. Thou wilt looke Uke a foole then, by and by. 

JVee. Looke like a foole, why P 

Cqc. Why, according to the old saying, A begger when 
he is lowsing of himselfe, lookes like a philosopher; a hard- 
hound philosopher, when he is on the stoole, lookea like a 
tyrant; and a wise man, when hee is in lua beUy act, 
lookes like a foole, God ^ye your worship good rest, 
grace and mercy keepe your ayring straight, and your 
lotium unepilt. 

Enter FuiNorscHjNA, 

Free* See, sir, this is she* 

Mfil This? 

Free. This, 

^ai* A curtezan? Now, cold bloud defend me. What 
a proportion afflictea me ? 

Fran, O, mine aderEver love, vsjtt tt^ \Bfc ^ V^-issi^^ 
dis your mush affection? 
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Ene. Many, salute my friend, dippe his necke, and 
kisse lum welcome. 

Fran, A mine art j air, you bin very velcome^ 

Eree* Kisse her, man, with a more familiar affectioE^ ga» 
Come, what entertainement ? goe to your lute. 

\Erit Francischina. 
And how dost approve my somtimea elected P Sheea none 
of your ramping t^nnibals that devour e mans flesh, nor 
any of your curtian gulfes tliat will never he satisfied 
until! the best thing a man has be throwne into them* 
I lov'd her with my hearty untill my soule shewed me the 
imperfection of my body» and placed my affection on a 
lawfull love, my modest Beatrice, which if this short hedea 
knew, there were no being for me with eyes before her 
face* But, faith, dost thou not somewhat excuse nay 
sometimes incontinency, with her enforcive beauties? 
Speake. 

MaZ. Hah ! she is a whore, is she not ? 

Eree. Whore ? fie, whore ! you may call her a curtezan, 
a oocatriee, or (as that worthy spirite of an etemaU hap- 
pinesse saide) a suppositarie. But, whore [ fie, tis not in 
fashion to call tUinges by their right names. Is a great 
marchant a coockold, you must say he is one of the 
livery, la a great lord a foole^ you must say he is 
weake. Is a gallant pocky, you must say he has the^ 
court skah. Come, sh^s yoiu: mistrease or so. 

EkUr Feakgischin^, with her hd§. 

Come, syren, your voice. 

Era, Till not you stay in mine bo some to-night, love ? 

Fr€e, By no meanes^ sweet breast i this geatleman has 
vowde to see me chastly layde. 
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JVa, He shall liave a bedde too^ if dat it please him. 
Free. Peace, you tender him offence i hee is one of a 
profeased abstinence » Syren, yonr voyce and away. 



She 9ingeB to her Luie, 
The Song. 



kTke darke d m^ deligM^ 
So tu tlm ntffMingales, 
My mu^ieke 's in the nigMj 
Sa u ihe nigMingake. 
My body u hut lUtk, 
So u the nighiingaleM. 
I love to deepe gainst prichle^ 
So doth the nightingale^ 

' Thankes ; busse i so. The night growes old ; good rest, 
Fra. Best to mine deare love ; rest, and no long ab- 
sence. 
L F^ee, Beleeve me, not long. 

I Fra. Sail Ick not beleeve you long ? 

I [Ea^it FrGiicischina* 

^H Free. yes, come, viah / — ^away, boy — on 1 
^^ [Exit J his Fuge lighting him* 

Fkier Feeeyill, and seemes to ouerheare MALHEimEua, 

Mai. Jm she uncliast — can sucli a one be damde P 
O love and beautie 1 yee two eldest seedes 
Of the vast chaos^ what strong right you have 
Etch in thingea divine — our very soules 1 

Free. Wha, ha, ho 1 come, bird, come. Stand, peaioel 
MaL Are strompets then such thing,^ ao &^caX&^ 
Can cuatome spoil what nature made ^o ^o^\ 



in THE DUTCE COURTEZAIf, [act x. 

Oris their custome bad P Beauti 's for use — 
I never saw a sweet face vitious I 
It might be proad, inconstant, wanton, nice, 
But never tainted with unnatorall vice. . 
Their worst is, their best art is love to winne — 

that to love should be or shame, or sinne ! 

Free. By the Lord ! hee 's caught 1 Laughter etemall ! 

Mai, Soule, I must love her ! Desteny is weake to my 
affection. 
A common love — blush not, feint breast ! — 
That which is ever loved of most is best. 
Let colder eld the strongst objections move. 
No lov 's without some lust, no life without some love. 

Bree. Nay, come on, good sir ; what, though the most 
odious spectacle the world can present be an immodest 
vulgar woman ! 
Yet, sir, for my sake 

MaL Well, sir, for your sake. He thinke better of 
them. 

Free. Doe, good sir ; and pardon me that have brought 
you in : 
You knowe the sight of vice augments the hate of sinne. 
' Mdl. Hah ! will you go home, sir ; 'tis hye bed time ? 

Free. Withall my hart, sir ; only do not qhide me. 

1 must confesse 

Mat. Jl wanton lover you have been. 
Free. that to love should be or shame or sinne ! 
Mai. SayyeeP 

Free. Let colder eld the strongst objections moove ! 
IfoZ. Howe 's this P ' 

Free. No love's without some lust, 
No life without some love. 
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Gro your wayes for an apostata ! I beleve my cast garment 
must be let out in the seames for you when all is done. 
" Of all the fooles that would all man out-thrust, 
He that Against Nature would seeme wise is worst." 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENA PEIMA. 

Enter FbeeyiIE, Paget mth torches^ and OentUmen with 
muHcke. 

jy.^, j^^j^HE mome is yet but yoiinge. Here, 

gentlemen, 
This is my Beatrice window — this the 

chamber 

Of my betrothed dearest, whose chaste eyes, 
Full of loY^d sweetnesse and deare cherefiilnes. 
Have gag^d my soule to her injoyings — 
Shredding away all those weake under-braunches ' 
Of base affections and unfraitfdll heates ; 
Here bestow your musick to my Toyce. 

CANTANT. 

EiUer Bbatbice a^ove. 

Alwaies a yertuous name to my chast love. 

Eea» Lov'd sir, the honor of your wish retume to you. 
I cannot with a mistres complement. 
Forced discourses, or nice art of wit. 
Give entertaine to your deere-wished presence. 
But safely thus, what harty gratefulnes, 
Unsulleine silence, unaffected modesty. 
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And an uni^orant ahamefastiies can esprease, 
Becei?e as your protested due. Paitb, my hart, 
I am your servant, 

let not my secure simplicity breed youi mialike. 
As one quite Yoyde of skilL i 

Tb grace inough in us not to be xD. 

1 can some good, and, &itb, I mean no hurt \ 
Do not then J aweete, wrong sober ignorance^ 
I judge yon all of vertue, and oiir vowea 
Should kill all feares that base distrust can moore. 
My soule, what say you — still you Ioyc ? 

I^ee^ Still 1 My vowe is up above me, and, like time. 
Irrevocable, I am swome all yours. 
No beauty shall untwiue our annes, no face 
In my eyes can or shall seeme faire ; 
And would to God only to me you might 
Seeme only faire ! Let others disesteeme 
Tour matchless graces, so might I safer seeme ; 
Envie I covet not. Far, far be all ostent — 
Yaine boasts of beauties — soft joyes and the rest, 
•* He that is wise pants on a private breast" 
So could I live in desart most unknowne. 
Yourself to me enough were populous ; 
Your eyes shall be my joyes, my wine that still 
Shall drowue my often cares ; your onely voyoe 
Shall cast a slumber on my listning sence : 
You, with soft lip, shall only ope mine eyes 
And sucke their lidds a sunder ; ouely you 
Shall make me wish to live, and not feare deaths 
So oa your cheekes I might yeild latest breath, 
O he that thus may live and thus shall die^ 
May well bo envied of a dietie i 
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Bea, Deare, my lov'd hart» be not 90 passionate ; 
Nothing extreame lives long. 

Free, " But not to be extreame — nothing in love '9 ex- 
treame— 
My love receives no meane." 

Bea, I give you f£^h; and, pre thee, sinoe, poore 
soule ! I am so easy to bdeeve thee, make it mueh more 
pitty to deceive me ! 
Weare this slight flavour in my remembrance. 

[Throweih downe a ring to kim. 

Free, Which, when I part from, 
Hope, the best of life, ever part from me. 

Bea, I take you and your word, which may ever live 
your servant. 5ee, day is quite broke up — ^the best of 
houres. 

Free. Good morrow, gracefdl mistres ; our nuptiall day 
holds. : 

Bea, With happy ooi^stancy a wished day. [Exit, 

^^ Malheueeus.' 

Free, My selfe and all content rest with you. 

Mai, The studious mome, with paler ch^ke, drawee pn 
The dayes bold light. Harke how the free-borne birdes 
CaroU their unaffected passion^ ! [The Nitingalk nng. 
Now sing they soiinets — thus they crye. We love ! 
O breath of heav^ I thus they, harmles soules. 
Give intertaine to mutuall affects. 
They have no baudes, no mercenary bedds, * 
No politike restraints, no artifieiall heats, 
No faint dissemblings ; no custome niakes them blush, , 
No shame afflicts theire name I O you happy beastes ! 
In whome an inbome heate: is not held siiine. 
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How far transcend you wretdied, wretched man, , 

Whome national! custome, tyraiinouB respects 

Of alavisK order, fetters, lames his power. 

Colling that sinoe in us which in all things els 

la Natures highest firtue, [0 mum quorum gaudia cri'^ 

JSure Nature agaitist vertue crosse doth fall. 

Or vertues seKe is oft unnaturall. 

That I stonld love a strumpet I I, a man of anowe ! 

Now, shame forsake me— whether am I fallen \ 

A creature of a publique use ! My frendea love, to. 

To live to be a talke to men — a shame 

To my professed rertue. '* accursed reason, 

How maay eyes liast thou to ace tliy shame ! 

And yet how blind once to prevent defame 1 

Frm^ Bluboli virtm m himdvs est I Morrow, my firend. 

Come, I could make a tedious scene of this nowi but 

what Pai I thou art in iove with a courtezan ! 

Why, sir, sKould we loath all strmnpets, sume men should 

hate their owue mothers or sisters ; a sinne againat kiade, 

I can tell yout 
MaL May it beseeme a wise man to be in love f 
Free. Let wise men alonej twill beseeme thee and me 

well eaough. 

AfaL ShaE 1 not offend tlie vo we baud of our friendship f 
IV«e. What, to affect that which thy frend affected P By 

Heaven, T rcsigne her freely; the creature and I must growe 

of; by this time ahee assuidy heard of my resolved mar* 

riage, and no question sweares, Gods aacrament, ten 

towsand divelk, lie reaigncj 1 faith. 

MeU* I would but imbrace h^, heare hax x^e^^^ ^\sa^ 

at the most, but kiase ber<. 
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JVw, &end, he that codd live with the stuoake of 
loaat meatc might live at a cheape rate I 

M(d. I shall neere proove hartely receared ; 
A. kmde of flat ungmtious modesty , 
An insufficient dtilness stainea my havioiir* 

Fr€i. No, matter, sir, insufficiency and sottishnes are 
much commeudahle iq a most dia commendable action; now 
could I swallow thee, thon Ladst wont to be so haTsh 
and cold, ilc teH thee, HeU and the prodegiea of angiie 
Jove are not bo fearefuU to a thinking minde as a man 
without affection. Why, firend, philosophic and nature aie 
all one; kve h the center in which aU lines doae the cob 
mon bonde of being* 

MaL but a chast reserved privatnesj a modest cjon- 
tmence. 

JVee. Be tell thee what, take this as firmest senoc, 
" Incontinence will force a continencse \ 
Heate wasteth heate, light defaceth light, 
Nothing is spoyled but by his proper might;" 
Ihis is some thing too waighty for thy floore. 

Mai. But how so ere you shade it, the worlds eye 
Shines hot and open on't ; 
Lying, malice, envie, are held but sUdyngs, 
Errors of rage, when cuatome and the world 
Calls lust a crime spotted with blackest terrors, 

JVee. Where errors are held crimes^ crimes are bia 
errors. 
Along, sir, to her ; shee is an arrand etrumpet ; and 

strumpet is 
A sarpego, venomde gonory to man ; 

[Offer h go out, and mddml^ drawB h 
Things actually possessed i yet since thou art m love, 



sc. I.] THE DUTCE COURTEZAN. 129 

And againe, as good make use of a statue — 

A body without a soule, a carkasse three monethes dead — 

Yet since thou art in love 

Mai, Death, man ! my destiny I cannot choose. 

Eree, Nay, I hope so. Againe, they sell but onely flesh, 
No jot affection ; so that even in the enjoying, 
Ahentem marmoream qtieputes. Yet since you needs must 
love 

MaL Unavoidable, though folly — worse then madnes ! 

Eree. Its true ; but since you needs must love, you must 
know this. 
He that must love, a foole, and he must kisse. 

Enter Cocledemoy. 

M. Cocledemoy, ut vales Domine / 

Coc, Ago till gratias, mj worshipfull friend, how does' 
your friend ? 

Eree, Out, you rascall ! 

Coc. Hang toastes, you are an asse ; much a your wor- 
ships brayne lyes in your calves ; bread a god boy, I was 
at supper last night with a new-weande bulchin, bread a 
god, drunke, horribly drunke — ^horribly drunke; there 
wias a wench, one Tranke Frailty, a puncke, an honest 
pole-cat, of a cleane in-step, sound legge, smooth thigh, 
and the nimble divell in her buttocke. Ah, fiest a grace ! 
when saw you, Tysefew, or M. Caqueture, that pratling 
gallant of a good draught, common customes, fortunate, 
impudence, and sound fart ? 

Eree. Away, rogue ! 

Coc, Hang toastes, my fine boy, my cQ.m^«Ktfs^ -a 
worshipfull. 

IT. ^ 
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Mai, Yes, I lieare you are taken up witli schollen and 
church men. 

Enter Holifebnes the barbar. 

Coc. Quan^tmm te marce Jili^ my fine boy, does your 
worship want a barbar surgeon P 

Free, Farewell, knave ; beware the Mulligrubs. 

[Ex^nt Freevill a$td Mai. 

Coc, Let the MulKgrubs beware the knave. What, a 
barbar surgeon, my delicate boy P 

Hoi, Yes, sir, an apprentise to surgery. 
'Tis,myfine boy. To what bawdy-house doth yourmaister 
belong ? What 's thy name P 

HoL Holifemes Eain-scure. 

Coc. Eainscure? Grood, M. Holifemes, I desire your 
further acquaintance ; nay, pray yee bee covered, my fine 
boy : kUl thy itch, and heale thy skabes. Is thy maister 
rotten ? 

Hoi, My father, forsooth, is dead 

Coc, And laid in his grave. 
Alas ! what comfort shall Peggy then have I 

Hoi, None but me, sir; thats my mothers sonne, I 
assure you. 

Coc. Mothers sonne P A good witty boy ; would live to 
read an homilie well : and to whome are you going now ? 

Hoi, Marry, forsooth, to trim M. Mulligrub the vint» 
ner. 

Coc, Doe you know M. Mulligrub P 

Hoi, My godfather, sir. 

Coc, Good boy : hold up thy chops. I pray thee doe 
one thing for me : my name is Gudgeon. 

Hoi, Good M. Gudgeon. 
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(kc. Ijcud me tliy basoiij razer, and apron. 

MoL Lord, air! 

Coc. Well spoken ; good EngHah. Bnt wliats tliy fur- 
niture worth ? 

Hoi, Lord, sir, I know not, 

Coc. Well spoken; a boy of a good wit; tolde this 
pawne ; where dost dwell ? 

MqL At the aigne of the three razers, sir. 

Cbc, A Eigne of good shaving, my catastrophonicall fine 
boy, I have an odde jest to trim M. Muliigrub, for a 
wager; a jeat, boy; a humor. lie retume thy thingea 
presently. Hold ! 

Hol^ What meane you, good M. Gudgeon ? 

Coc. Nothings faith, but a jest, boy : drinke that ; He 
reeoilc presently* 
^^ H^l. Youle not atay long. 
^^ €hc. As I am an honest man. The three razers P 

M€fL I, sir. [^^^ Hoilfemes. 

Coc, Good ; and if I ahave BOt M. MuUigrub, my wit 
has no edge, and I may goe cacke in my pewter. Let me 
see* — a barbar: my seurvie tongue wiU discover me: 
must diaaemble, must dis^ise; for my beard, my false 
hayre ; for my tongue — Spanish, Dutch, or Welah — no, a 
Koitheme barbar; very good, Widdow Baine-acures man, 
well, newly entertainde ; right, so, hang toatea : all cardes 
have white backes, and all knavea would aeeme to have 
white breaates ; so proceede now, worahipfiill Cocledemoy. 
{Mrit Codedemoyj in his barbars furniture, 

Enkr Maeib Fough, and Eeanciscbina wUh hst 
^ M&r. Nay, ^od sweete dangktc^, doe li^iV sw^^'t ^»'-, 
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you heare your love is to bee married : true, lie does cast 
you oflF : right, he will leave you to the world : what then? 
tho blew and white, black and greene, leave you, may not 
redde and yellow entertain you ? is there but one conllor 
in the raine-bow ? 

Era, Grand Grincome on your sentences, Gods sacra- 
ment, ten towsand divels take you ! — you ha brought mine 
love, mine honor, mine boddy, all to noting 1 

Mar, To nothing 1 I'le be swome I have brought them 
to all the thinges I could; I ha made as much a your 
maydenhead — and you had beene mine owne daughter, I 
could not ha sold your mayden head oftner then I ha 
done. I ha sworn for you, God forgive me 1 I have made 
you acquainted with the Spaniard, Don Skirtoll, — with the 
Italian, M. Beieroane, — with the Irish lord, S. Patrick, — 
with the Dutch marchant, Haunce Herkin Glukin Skellam 
Flappdragon, — and specially with the greatest French, 
and now lastly with this English, yet, in my conscience, 
an honest gentleman. And am I now growne one of the 
accursed with you for my labour? Is this my reward? 
Am I calde bawde ? Well, Mary Fough. Goe thy wayes, 
Mary Fough; thy kind heart wiU bring thee to. the 
hospitall. 

Era, Nay, good naunt, you'le helpe me to an oder love, 
vil you not ? 

Mar, Out, thou naughty belly ! wouldst thou make 
mee thy bawde ? — thu'st best make me thy bawde. I ha 
kept counsell for thee : who paide the apothecary, — wast 
not honest Mary Fough ? who redeemde thy petticote and 
mantle, — ^wast not honest Mary Fough? who helped thee 
to thy custome, — not of swaggering Ireland captains, nor 
of two-shilling innes-a-court m^n, — ^but with honest flatte* 
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cappes, wealthy flat-caps, tK&t pay for their pkae^ire the 
best of any men m Euiope, nay, wldch is morej in London ? 
And dost tliou defie mej Yile tjreature ? 

Fi'a. Fotitta pou you,^ — Titch, bawde, pole-catte, — 
paugk I Did not you prayse FreeyiU to mine love P 

Iqu, I did prayse, I confesse. I did pruys^a him ; I sede 
hee was a foole, an imthrift, a true wLorcmaister, I con- 
fesse; a coaatant drabbe keeper, I confesso : but what, 
the wiude is turnde 1 

Fra, It ia, it is, vile woman! — reprobate woman I — 
uaughtie woman ! it is : vat sd become of miue poorc 
flesh now ? mine boddy must tume Turfce for two -pence, 
Divela, iife a mine art 1 Ick sail be reveagde ! — doe ten 
thousand hell damme me, Ick sal have the roage trote cut \ 
aaid his love, and his friend, and all his affinitie, sail smart \ 
sail dye I sal hang ! Now legion of devill sea^e him I — 
de graa pest, S, Anthonies fire, and do hot Neopolitan poc^ 
him i 



jrotte 



Mti^ Fbebvil and MALHEtREUs. 
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Free. Francischina 1 

Mra. mine seete, deerst, kindestj mine loving I 
towaaud, ten towsandj delicated, petty seet art I 



O 



tJANTAT. Gallic^, 



—a mines a deere leevest affection I 

Free^ Why, monky, no fashion in you \ Give entertains 
to my friend. 

J^'ff, I eke sal make de most of you dat cnrtesie may. 
Aunt Mary, Mettre Faugh, stoolesj stoolcs^ for des gal- 
lantes 1 Mne mettre sing non oder song, — froiiqucj fro- 
lique, sir I but still comptaiue me doe her wrong. Lighten 
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your heart, sir ; for me did but kisse her, — ^for me did but 
Ids her ! — and so let go. 

Your friend is very heavy; ick fall neere like sqcIl tad 
company. 

I^ee, No, thou delightest onely in light company. 

Fra, By mine trot, he been very sad ; vat ayle yon, dr ? 

Mai, A tooth-ake, lady, a paultry rheume. 

Fra, De diet is very goot for de rheume. 

Free, How far of dwels the house-surgeon, Mary Fongh P 

Mar, You are a prophane fellow, I faith; I little 
thought to heare such ungodly termes come from your 
lips. 

Fra, Pre de now, tis but a toy, a very trifle. 

Free, I care not for the valew, Franke, but I faitli 

Fra, I fait, me must needes have it (dis is Beatrice 
ring, oh could I get it !) ; sect, pree de now, as ever you have 
embraced me with a hearty arme, a warme thought, or a 
pleasing touch, as ever you will professe to love me, aa 
ever you do wish me life, give me dis ring, dis litle ring. 

Free, Pree thee be not uncivillie importunate ; sha not 
ha 't ; faith, I care not for thee, nor thy jelousie ; sha not 
ha 't, ifaith. 

Fra. You doe not love me. I heare of Sir Hubert 
Subboys daughter, Mistresse Beatrice. Gods sacrament, 
ick could scratch out her eyes, and sucke the holes I 

Free, Goe ; y' are growne a puncke rampant ! 

Fran, So, get thee gone; nere more behold min eyes, 
by thee made wretched ! 

Free, Mary Fough, farewell ! — ^farewell, Franck ! 
. Fra, Sail I not ha de ring? 

Free, No, by the Lord ! 

Fra, Byte Lord? 
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iVee. By the Lord 1 

Fra, Goe to your new bloiizej — ^yoiur improude alutteiy, 
— your modest mettrej forsooth. 1 

Free, Jlarry, will I, foraootb 1 

Fra. Will joa many, forsooth? 

Free. Doe not tome witch before thy time ; 
With all my hart, sir, you mil stay. 

M&l. I am no whit my selfe. VidkQ msliora prohoque / 
But raging lugt my fate all strong doth move ; 
" The goda themselves cannot he wise and love." 

Free. Tour wishes to you, [ExU i'reevil, 

MaL Beautie eatirely choyce. 

Wra. Fray yee prove a man of fashion, and neglect the 
neglected. 

MaL Can such a raritie bee neglected ? — can there be 
meaaure or sinne in loving such a creature ? 

Fra. O min poore forsaken hart I 

Mah I can not containe ; he saw thee not tliat left thee. 
If there be wisedome, reason, honor^ grace. 
Of aay foolishly esteemed vertue, 
In giving o're possession of such beautie. 
Let me be vitiousj so I may be lov'de. 
Passion, I am thy slave j sweete, it shall be my grace, 
That I account thy love my on«ly vertue ; 
Shall I sweare I am thy most vowed servant P 

F'ra. Mine vowed. Go 1 go ! go 1 I can no more of 
love. Not no! no! Tou bin all unconstant, OnnfaithfuH 
men — tyrantea — betrayers — de very enjoying ub iooseth 
ns ; and when you onely ha made na hateful!, you onely 
hate us. O mine forsaken hart ! 

Md. I must Eot rave. Scilenee and m,o&J^V| Vr^ 
customarie vextues. WUl yon \ie m^ imstE^%afe'i 
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Era. MettresP Ha! ha! ha! 

MaL Will you lie with me P 

Era, lie with you ? no ; you men will out-lie any 
woman ; fait me no more can love. 

MaL No matter, let me enjoy your bed. 

Era. O ! vile man, vat do you tinck on me ? Doe you 
take mee to be a beast — a creature that for senoe onely 
will entertaine love, and not onely for love — love ? O ! 
brutish abomination ! 

Mai. When then I pray thee love, and with thy love 
enjoy me. 

Era. Give me reason to affect you. WiU you sweare 
you love me ? 

Mai. So seriously, that I protest no oflGlce so dangerous 
— no deede so unreasonable — no cost so heavie; but I 
vow to the utmost tentation of my best being to effect it. 

Era. Sail I, or can I trust againe ? O foole 1 
How naturall tis for us to be abusde ! 
Sail ick be sure that no satietie, 
No injoying, not time shall languish your affection P 

Mai. If there be ought in brayne, hart, or hand. 
Can make you doubtlesse, I am your vowed servant. 
^ Era. Will you doe one ting for me P 

Mai. Can I doe it P 

Era. Yes, yes ; but ick doe not love dis same Freevill. 

Mai. WeUP 

Era. Nay, I do hate him. 

Mai. So. 

Era. By this kisse I hate him. 

Mai. I love to feele such othes ; sweare againe. 

Era. No, no. Did you ever heare of any that loved at 
the first sight ? 
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MaL A tiling most proper. 

Era. Now fait, I judge it all incredible untill this houre 
I saw you, pritty fayre-eyed yout, would you enjoy me? 

Mai, Bather then my breath, even as my being. 

Era, Vel ! Had ick not made a vow 

Mai, What vow ? 

Era, let me forget it ; it makes us both despaire ! 

Mai. Deare soule, what vow ? 

Era, Hah, good morrow, gentle sir ; endevour to forget 
me, as I must be enforced to forget all men. Sweet mind 
rest in you. 

Mai, Stay, let not thy desire burst me. O my impa- 
tient heate endures no resistance — ^no protraction ! there is 
no being for me but your suddaine injoying. 

Era, I doe not love Freevil. 

Mai. But what vow ? what vow ? 

Era, So long as Freevil lives, I must not love. 

Mai, Then he— 

Era. Must — 

Mai. Die! 

Era. I no there is no such vehemence in your affectes. 
Would I were any thing, so he were not 1 

Mai. Will you be mine when he is not ? 

Era. Will I P Deare, deare breast, by this most zealous 
kisse ; but I will not perswade you ; but if you hate him 
that I loath most deadly; yet as you please — i'le perswade 
noting. 

Mai. WiU you be onely mine ? 

Era. Vill I ? How hard tis for true love to dissemble. 
I am onely yours. 

Mai. 'Tis as irrevocable as breath. H.^ ^^^"a. X^^ax 
love? 
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Era, My vow, not untill hee be dead. 
Which that I may be sure not to infringe, 
Dis token of his death sail satisfie. 
He has a ring, as deare as the ayre to him ; 
His new loves gift : tat got and brought to me, 
I shall assured your professed rest. 

Mai To kill a man? 

Era. ! done safely ; a quarrell suddain pickt, 
With an advantage strike — ^then bribe — a little coyne, 
Al *8 safe, deare soule ; but I *le not set you on. 

Mai. Nay, hee is gone — the ring P WeU, come, little 
more liberall of thy love. 

Era. Not yet ; my vow. 

Mai. Heaven ! there is no hell but loves prolongings. 
Deare, farewell. 

Era. Farewell. Now does my hart swell high, for my 
revenge 
Has birth and forme ; first friend sal loll his friend. 
He dat survives I'le hang ; besides de 
Chast Beatrice I'le vexe. Onely de ring : 
Dat got, the world sail know the worst of evils — 
" Woman corrupted, is the worst of devils." {Exit Fra. 

Mai. To kill my friend 1 O ! tis to kill my selfe ; 
Yet mans but mans excrement — man breeding man 
As he do's wormes; or this, to spoile this nothing. [^(? t^U. 
The body of a man is of the selfe-same soule 
As oxe or horse ; no murther to loll these. 
As for that onely part which makes us man, 
Murther wants power to toucht. O wit, how vile ; 
How hellish art thou, when thou raisest nature 
Oainst sacred fSith ! Thinke more to kill a friend 
To gaine a woman, to loose a vertuous selfe, 
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For appetite and sensual end, whose very having 
Loo'seth all appetite, and gives satietie ! 
That corpordl end, remorse and inward blushinges 
Forcing ns loath the steame of our owne heates, 
Whilste friendship closde in vertue, being spiritual. 
Tastes no such languishinges and moments pleasure. 
With much repentance, but Hke rivers flow. 
And further that they runne, they bigger grow. 
Lord, how was I misgone ? how easie 'tis to erre, 
•When passion wil not give us leave to thinke ! 
" A leam'd that is an honest man, may feare ; 
And lust, and rage, and malice, and any thing. 
When he is taken uncollected suddenly. 
'Tis sinne of colde blood, mischiefe with wak'd qres. 
That is the damned and the truely vice ; 
Not he that 's passionles, but he *bove passion's wise." 
My friend shall know it all. \ExiL 

Enter Makter Mulligeub and MUtresse Mulligeub, 
shee with bag of money. 

Mist. Mul, It is right, I assure you, just fifteene 
pounds. 

Mul, WeU, Cocledemoy, tis thou putst me to this charge ; 
but and I catch thee, I*le charge thee with as many irons. 
Well, is the barbar come? lie be trimd, and then to 
Cheapeside to buy a faire peece of plate, to furnish the 
losse. Is the barbar come ? 

Miat, Mul. Truth, husband, surely Heaven is not pleasde 
with our vocation. We do winke at the sinnes of our 
people. Our wines are Frotestantes ; and I speake it to 
my griefe, and to the burthen of my conscience, we frie our 
fish with salt butter. XJ^arA . 
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Mul. Goe, looke to your busines ; mend the matter, and 
skore false with a vengeance. 

Enter Coclbdemoy like a barbar. 

Welcome, friend, whose man ? 

Coc, Widdow Eaine-scures man ; and shall please your 
good worship, my name 's Andrew Sharke. 

M. Mul, How do's my god-sonne, good Andrew ? 

Coc. Very well, hee 's gone to trim M. Quicquid, ouir 
parson. Hold up your head. 

Mul. How long have you been a barbar, Andrew ? 

Coc. Not long, sir ; this two yeare. 

Mul. What ! and a good worke man already ? I dare 
scarse trust my heade to thee. 

Coc. O, feare not ; we ha polde better men than you ; 
we learn the trade very quickly. WiU your worship be 
shaven or cut P 

Mul. As you will. What trade didst live by before 
thou tumedst barbar, Andrew P 

Coc. I was a pedler in Germany ; liut my coimtrimen 
thrive better by this trade. 

Mul. Wha 's the newes, barbar ; thou art sometimes at 
court. 

Coc. Sometimes pole a page or so, sir. 

Mul. And what's the newes P How doe all my good lordes 
and all my good ladies, and all the rest of my acquaintance? 

Coc. What an arrogant knave 's this 1 lie acquaintance 
yee (tis cash), say yee, sir ! [Hee spieth the hag. 

Mul. And what newes — what newes, good Andrew ? 

Coc. Marry, sir, you know the Conduit at Greenwich, 
and the under-holes that spowtes up water ? 

Mul. Very well ; I was washt there one day, and so 
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was my wife — ^you might have wrung her smocke, ifaith ! 
But what a those holes ? 

Coc, Thus, sir. Out of those little holes, in the midst 
of the night, crawlde out twenty-foui: huge, horrible, mon- 
strous, fearefull, devouring 

Mul, Blesse us ! 

Coc, Serpents, which no sooner were beheld, but they 
tumd to mastives, which howlde ; those mastives instantly 
tumde to cockes, which crowed ; those cockes, in a mo- 
ment, were changde to beares, which roard ; which beares. 
are at this hower to be yet scene in Paris Garden, living , 
upon nothing but toasted cheese and greene onions. 

Mul, By the Lord ! and this may be, my wife and I 
will go see them. This portends something. 

Coc, Yes, worshipfull fiest, thou'st feele what por- 
tendes by and by. 

Mul, And what more newes P You shave the worlde-— 
especially you barbar surgeons — ^you know the ground of 
many thinges. You are cunning privie searchers : by the 
mas, you skowre all. What more newes ? 

Coc, They say, sir, that twenty-five coople of Spanish 
Jennetes are to be scene, hand in hand, daunce the olde 
measures, whilest sixe goodly ^launders mares play to: 
them on a noyse of flutes. 

Mul, monstrous I this is a lie a my word. Nay, andi^ 
this bee not a lie — I am no foole, I warrant — ^nay, make 
an asse of mee once ? 

Coc, ^Shut your eyes close — wincke ; sure, sir, this bal 
wil make you smart. 

Mul, I do winke. 

Coc, Your head will take cold ; 
[Cocledemoyjtw^* on a coa^combe (m'^\][!^^oa>a^hAai. 
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I will put on your good worsliips night-cap whilest I 
shave you. So, mum, hang toastes. Faugh, viah I spar- 
Towes must pecke and Cocledemoy munch. 

Mul, Ha, ha, ha I Twenty-five couple of Spanish 
Jennets to daunce the olde measures i Andrew makes my 
worshippe laugh, ifaith. Dost take me for an asse, An- 
drew^-r-dost know one Cocledemoy in towne ? He made 
mee an asse last night, but ile asse him 1 Art thou free, 
Andrew P Shave me well — I shall bee one of the com- 
mon councell shortly — and then, Andrew — Why, Andrew, 
Andrew, doest leave me in the suddes ? 

CANTAT. 

Why, Andrew, I shall be blinde with winking. Hal 
Andrew — ^wife — ^Andrew, what meanes this P Wife ! — ^my 
money, wife 1 

Enter Mlstresse Mulligbubbe. 

MUt Mul. What 's the noyse with you P What aile 
youP 

Mul. Wheres the barbar P 

Mrs, Mul. Gone. I saw him depart long since. Why 
are not you trimd P 

Mul. Trimd ! O wife ! I am shav'd. Did you take 
hence the money P 

Mrs, Mul. I toucht it not, as I am religious. 

Mul. O Lord I I have winkt faire. 

Efder Holopbenes. 

Hoi, I pray, godfather, give me your blessing. 

Mul, O Holofemes — O wheres thy mothers Andrew P 

JEToZ. Blessing, godfather P 
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Mul, The divell clioake thee! where 's Andrew, thy 
mothers man P 

Hoi. My mother hath none such, forsooth. 

MuL My money — fifteen poundes — plague of all An- 
drewes ! who wast trimd me ? 

Hoi. I know not, godfather ; onelie one mette me, as I 
was comming to you, and borrowed my furniture, as he 
saide, for a jest sake. 

Mul. What kinde of fellow? 

Hoi. A thick, elderly, stub-bearded fellow. 

Mul. Cocledemoy, Cocledemoyl Kaise all the wise 
men in the streete ! lie hang him with mine owne hands ! 
O wife ! some rosa solis. * 

Mrs. Mul. Good husband, take comfort in the Lord ; 
lie play the devil, but He recover it. Have a good con- 
science, 'tis but a week's cutting in the terme ! 

Mul. 0, wife! 0, wife! O, Jacke! how does thy 
mother ? Is there any fidlers in the house? 

Mrs. Mul. Yes, M. Creakes noyse. 

Mul. Bid 'em play, laugh, make merry; cast up my 
accountes, for ile go hang my selfe presently. I will not 
curse, but a poxe on Codedemoy ; . he has polde and 
shavde me, he has trimd me. [Exeunt^ 
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ACTUS TERTIUS. 




SCENA PRIMA. 
Enter Beateice, Ceispinell, and Nura Putipee. 

Fut §kS^Bh AY, good child, a love once more ; M. 
Freevils sonnet, a the kisse you gave 
him. 
Bea. ^ """~ ^ Sha'te, good nurse : 
Purest lips soft banks of blisses, 
Selfe alone deserving kisses ; 
G give me leave to, &c. 
On. Pish! sister Beatrice; pree thee reade no more 
my stomacke alate stands against kissing extreamly. 
Bea. Why, good CrispineUa P 

Ori. By the faith and trust I beare to iny face, tis 
grown one of the most imsavorie ceremonies : boddy a 
beautie! tis one of the most unpleasing injurious, customes 
to ladyes : any fellow that has but one nose on his face, 
and standing collor and skirtes also linde with taffety 
sarcenet, must salute us on the lipps as familierly. Soft 
skins save us! there was a stubbearded John, a stile with 
a ploydens face, saluted me last day, and stroke his bristles 
through my lippes ; I ha spent ten shillings in pomatum 
since, to skinne them againe. Marry, if a nobleman or a 
knight with one locke vissit us, though his undeane 
goose-tumd-greene teeth, ha the palsy, his nostrels smdl 
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worse then a putrified maribone, and his looae beard drops 
into our bosome, yet wee must kisse him mtb a curay^ a 
curse ; for my part j I had as live they would break wynd 
in my lipps. 

Bea, Py, Crispinella, you speake too broad, 
OrL No jot, sister; lets neere be ashamed to speake 
what we be not asbamd to thinke t I dare as boldly apeak« 
?enery as think Teneiy, 
Bea^ Paitli, sister! ile begoue if you speake so broad, 
CrL Will you ao? Kow bashfuhiea seaz you, we 
pronounce boldly, robbery, murder, treason, which deedes 
must needes be far mor^ lothsomti then an att which is so 
natural! J just, aud necessary, as that of procreation ; you 
shall have an hipocriticaU ve stall virgiu speake that witli 
close teeth publikely, which she wiU receive with open 
mouth privately; for ray owne partj I consider nature 
without appareU ; without disusing of custome or com- 
plement, I give thoughts wordes, and wordes truths and 
truth boldnes; she whose honest freenes makes it ber 
vertue to speake what she thinks wiQ make it her necessity 
to thinke what is good, I love no prohibited things, and 
yet I would have nothing prohibited by policy, but by 
Tcrtue; for m in the fashion of time, those bookes that are 
cald in are most in sale and request, so in nature those 
actions that are moat prohibited are most desired, 

Bm. Good, quick sister, stay yoar pace, we arc privat i 
but the world would censure you, for truly severe modesty 
is womens vertue* 

OrL Pye, fycl vertue ia a firee, pleasant, buxom quail- 
tie* I love a constant countenance well ; but this froward 
ignorant coynes, sower austere lumpish uncivill privatenes, 
that promises nothing but rough skina Mid \iKt?i. ^W^^^^e^s 
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ha! fy ont, good for nothing but for nothing. WeD, 
nurse, and what do you conoeave of all this? 

Put. Nay, faith, my conceaving dayes be done. Many 
for kissing, ile defend that ; thats within my compas ; but 
for my own part, heers Mistres Beatrice is to be married* 
with the grace of God ; a fine gentleman he is shall have 
her, and I warrant a stronge ; he has a legg like a post, a 
nose like a lion, a brow like a bull, and a beard of most 
faire expectation : this weeke you must marry him, and I 
now will read a lecture to you both, how you shall behave 
your selves to your husbands the first monneth of your 
nuptiall; I ha broake my skull about it, I can tell you, 
and there is much braine in it. 

Cn. Bead it to my sister, good nurse, for I assure you 
ile nere marry. 

Put, Marry, God forfend, what will you doe then P 

On, Fayth, strive against the fiesh. Marry 1 no fayth, 
husbands are like lotts in the lottery: you may drawe 
forty blankes before you finde one that has any prise 
in him. A husband generally is a careles, dominering 
tlung, that growes like coroll, which as long as it is under 
water is soft and tender, but as soone as it has got his 
branch above the waves is presently hard, stiffe, not to be 
bowed but burst ; so when your husband is a sutor and 
under your choyse. Lord how suple hee is, how obsequious, 
how at your service, sweet lady. Once married, got up his 
head above, a stiffe, crooked, knobby, inflexible tyrannous 
creature he grows ; then they tume like water, more you 
would imbrace the lesse you hould. He live my Owne 
woman, and if the worst come to the worst, I had rather 
proove a wagge then a foole. 

Bea, 0, but a vertuous marriage. 
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On. Vertuoiia marrigeP there is no more affinity 
betwixt vertue aad marriage then betwixt a man and his 
horse ; indeed vertue gtitta up uppon msrriagii sometlmeSj 
and manageth it in the right way ; bat marriage is of 
another peece, for as a liorae may be without a man, and 
» man without a horse, so marriage^ you know, is oft€n 
without vertue, and vertue, I am Bure, more oft without 
marriage* But thy match, sister — by my troth I thinke 
twill do well ; hees a well-shapt^ cleane-hpp'd gentleman, 
of a handsome, but not affected, finenes, a good faithMl 
eye, and a well-humord cheeke j would he did not stoope 
in the shoulders for thy sake. See, here he is, 

M^ier Peeeyiil and Tissefew. 

Ftm. Ck)od day, sweete, 

€ri. Good moTrow» brother; nayi you shall have my lip. 
Good morrow, servant t 

Tu. Grood morrow, sweete life. 

CCrL Life 1 dost call thy miatres life ? 
^ Tk. Life I yes, why not life ? 
Ori. How many mistress^ hast thou P 
Tk, Some nine. 
Ori, Why then thou hast nine hvea, hke a cat. 
I Tim, Mew, you would be taken up for that, 
[ OtL Nay, good» let me atiU sit ^ we lowe statures love 
stiU to sit, least when we stand we may be supposed to sit. 
Ti»* Dost not weare high corke ahooes — chopines P 
On* Monstrous on's ! I am, as many other are, peec'd 
above and peec'd heneath. 

Ti&. Still the best part in the ^ 

Vri, And yet all will acarce make me so high as one 
of the gyants stUts that atalkes before my Lord Maion 
pageanti 
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TtB* By the Lord, so I thought 'twas for some thing 
Mistres Joyce jested at thy high insteps. 

On, She might well inough, and long inough, before I 
would be ashamed of my shortnes : what I made or can 
mend my self I may blush at ; but what nature put upon 
me, let her be ashamed for me, I ha nothing to doe with 
it. I forget my beauty. 

Tu, Fayth, Joyce is a foolish bitter creature. 

.Ori. A pretty mildewed wench she is. 

Tia. Andfaire — 

Qri, As my selfe I 

Ti%, you forget your beauty now. 

Cri, Troth, I never remember my beauty, but as some 
men doe religion, for controversies sake. 

Bea, A motion, sister. 

Cri. Ninivie, Julius Ceasar, Jonas, or the distruction of 
Jerusalem. 

Bea, My love heere 1 

Cri, Pree thee call him not love, 'tis the drabs phrase ; 
nor sweete honie, nor my cunny, nor deare duckling, 'tis 
the dttizen termes, but call him 

Bea, What? 

Cri, Anithing. What'st the motion? 

Bea, You know this night our parents have intended 
golenmly to contract us, and my love, to grace the feast, 
halh promised a maske. 

I^ee, You'le make one, Tjr^^^^ ^^ Gaqueture shall fill 
uparome. 

TiB, Fore heaven, wdl remembred ; he borrowed a dia- 
mond of me last night to grace his finger in your visita- 
tion. The lying creature will sweare some straung thing 
on it now. 
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Ori^ Peacse, he '3 here 1 atand close, lurke, 
Gif * Good morrow, most deerej and worthy to be most 
wise. How do's my miatresse P 

CrL Morrow, sweete servant i you glister. Pree thee^ 
let *s see that stone? 

Oaq, A toy, lady, I bought to please my finger. 
On, Why, I am more pretious to you than your finger. 
(hq. Yes, or than all my body, I aweare, 
GrL Why, then let it be bought to pleaae me ; oome, 
I am no professed beggar. 

Caq, Troth, mistresse I Zoones I forsooth, I protest 1 
Nay, if you tume Protestant for auch a toy. 

In good deedj la ; another time De give you a 

I3 this yours to gi?e ? 

God I forsooth mine, quoth you ; nay, as for 



Cri. 
€aq. 
€n. 

Gaq. 
that 

QrL Now I remember, I ha seene this on my servant 
Tisefewes linger, 

(hq* Such another, 

OrL Nay, I am sure this is it, 

(hq. Troth, lis forsooth. The poore fellow wanted 
money to pay for supper last night, and so pawnd it to 
mee ; tis a pawue, ifaith, or else you should have it» 

Tise, Harke ye» thou baae lying. How dares thy inapu- 
dence hope to prosper? Wer't not for the priviledge of 
this respected companies I would so bange thee. 

On. Come hetber, Berrant. What 's the matter betwixt 
you two f 

Caq. Nothing ; but hearke you, he did me some undvile 
discoiurtesies last night j for which, because I should uot 
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call liim to account, hee desires to make me any satisfaction. 
The coward trembks at my verie presence ; but I ha him 
on the hippe ; He take the forfeit on his ringe. 

Tise. What 's that you whisper to her ? 

Caq, Nothing, sir; but satisfie her that the ringe. was 
not pawnd, but onely lent by yon to grace my finger ; and 
so tould her I crav'd pardon for being too familiar, or 
indeed oyer-bould with your reputation. 

On. Yes, indeede, he did. He said you desired to make 
him any satisfaction for an unciyill diseourtesie you did him 
last night ; but he said he had you a the hyp, and would 
take the forfeit of your ring. 

Ti^. How now, ye biase pultrone P 

Caq. Hold ! hold 1 my mistresse speakes by contraries. 

Tise^ Contraries! 

Caq, She jests — faith, onely jests. 

Ori. Sir, He no more a your service — ^you are a childe — 
He give you my nurse. 

Fut, And he come to me, I can tell you, as olde as I am, 
what to doe with him. 

Caq. I offer my service, forsooth. 

Tm. Why so ? Now, every dogge has his bone to 
knawe on. 

Ere, The maske holds, Master Gaqueteur. 

Cac^ I am ready, sir. Mistresse, He daunce with you, 
neere feare — He grace you. 

Put. I tell you, I can my singles and my doubles, and 
my tricke a xxtie — ^my carantapace— my traverse forward 
r— and iny falling backe yet, ifiedth. 

Bea, Mine 1 The provision for the night is ours. 
Much must be our care, till night we leave you ; 
J am your servant, be not tirannoua. 
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Tour vertue wan me ; faith, my loves not lust ; 
Goodj wroDg me uot ; my most fault ia much trust, 

I^e. UntiB night oncly, my heart be with you. Fare- 
well, sister. 

CrL Adieu, hrother. Come on^ sister, for these sweete 
meates, 

Fre, Lets meete and practise presently. 

^e. Content; weele hut fit our pmnpea. Come, ye 
pernitioua vermme. [Mxmui. 

Enter Malhetjekus. 

I^e. My friend, mshed hoiires ! What ncwes from 
Babilon ? 
How dos the woman of sinne and natuTall concupisence ? 

3£aL The eld^t child of nature nere beheld 
So dam'd a creature, 

j' Fr€. Whatl In no'Ga feri animna mutattt^ dimre fi^rmag? 
fhich way beares the tyde ? 

Mai. Bears loved sir, I finde a minde courageously 
vitious may put on a desperate securitie ; hut can never 
bee blesaed with a firme iiijoying and gelfe-satisfaction. 

Fr&^ What paegion is thisj my deure Lindiibridia P 

MaL Tis well i we both may jest ; I ha been tempted 
to your death. 

Ere, What J is the rampant coeatrice growne mad for the 
lo8se of hir men ? 

Mai, Dcvihshly mad. 

Ere, As most assured of my second love. 

MaL Eight. 

Fre, She would have had this ring. 

Mid. I, and this heart ; and in true proofe you were 
elaine, I should bring her this rmg, from which she was 
assured 
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You would not part untill from life you parted ; 

For which deede, and onely for whidi deede, I should 

possesse her sweetnesse. 

Fre,(^\ bloody villaines I Nothing is defamed but by 
his proper selfe. Physitions abuse remedies; lawyers 
spoyle the law e; an d women onely sliame women. Ton 
ha vow'd my deaJET) 

Mai, My lust, not I, before my reason would ; yet I 
must use her. That I, a man of sense, should conoeive 
endelesse pleasure in a body whose soule I know to be 
so hideously blacke I 

Fre, That a man at twentie-three should cry, sweete 
pleasure ! and at fortie-three should sigh, O sharpe poxe ! 
But consider man furnished with omnipotence, and you 
overthrowe him ; thou must coole thy impatient appetite. 
'Tis fate, 'tis fate 1 

MaL I doe malign my creation that I am subject to 
passion. I must injoy her. 

Ere, I have it, marke. I give a maske to-night 
To my loves kindred ; in that thou shalt goe. 
In that we two make shew of falling out. 
Give seeming challenge — instantly depart. 
With some suspition to present fight. 
Wee will be scene as going to our swords ; 
And after meeting, this ring, onely lent, 
lie lurke in some obscure place, till rumor 
(The common bawde to loose suspitions) 
Have fayned me slaine, which (in respect my selfe 
Will not bee found, and our late seeming quarrell) 
WiU quickly sound to all as earnest truth. 
Then to thy wench, protest me surely dead. 
Shew her this ring, injoy her, and bloud colde 
Week laugh at folly. 
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MaL but thinke of it. 

Fte, TMnke of it ; come away ; veitue let deepe thy 
passions ; 
" Wliat old. times lield as crimes, are now but fasMons/' 

[Exmni- 

Miier Masier Gaekish and Lion ell* Master Mul- 
LlGETJBBE, With a standing cup in his hand^ and an 
obli^atiQri in iM other. Cocledemoy dauds ai th€ 
aiher dore, di^gumd like a Fretich pedler^ aihd owr- 
keara th^a. 

Mid. I am not at this time furnished i but ther's my 
bond for your plate. 

Gfir. Your bill had ben sufficient. T* are a good man» 
A- standing cup parcell guilt, of tbirty-two ounceSj eleven 
pound seven shillings, the first of July, Good plate — 
good man — ^good day — good all. 

MaL Tis my hard fortune; I will bang the kaave* 
No, first he shall halfe rot in fetters in the dungeon — his 
conscience made despairfull. lie hyre a knave a purpose 
— shall assure him he is damn'd ; and after see Mm with 
mine own eyes, banged without sing;ing any psaknei Lord, 
that hee has but one necke! 

Gar. You are too tyrannous \ you'k use me no further. 

MaL No, sir ; leud me your servant, onely to carry the 
plate home, I have occasion of an houres absence, 

Gmr, With easie consent, sir, liast and be careftdl. 

[&U Gar. 

MuL Be very carefuU, I pray thee — to my wifes owne 
hands. 

Xw. Secure your aelfe, sir. 

Mul, To her owne hand 1 
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Lio, Feare not, I have delivered greater thinges than 
this to a woman's owne hand. 

Coc, Mounsier, please you to buy a fine delicate ball, 
sweet baU — a camphyerball? 

Mul, Pre thee, away 1 

Coc. One a ball to skower — a skowring ball — a ball to 
be shaved. 

Mul, For the Jove of God ! talke not of shaving. I 
have been shaved — michiefe and a thousand diveUs cease 
him ! — I have been shaved ! [Exit Mulligrabs. 

Coc, The fox growes fat when he is cursed — ile shave 
ye, smother yet. Turd on a tile stone ! my lips have a 
kinde of rhewme at this bole. Ile hav't— He gargalise 
my throate with this vintner, and when I have don with 
him, spit him out. He shark! 'Conscience does hot 
repine. Were I to bite an honest gentleman, a poore 
grogaran poet, or a penurious parson that had but ten 
pigs tayles in a twelvemonth, and, for want of leming had 
but one good stoole in a fortnight, I were damd b^ond 
the workes of superarrogation ; but to wring the whythers 
of my gowtie barmd spiggod-frigging jumblet of elements, 
Mulligrub, I hold it as lawfiill as sheepe-shearing, taking 
egges from hens, caudels from asses, or butterd shrimps 
frm horses — they make no use of them, were not provided 
for^them. And, therefore, worshipfuU Cocledemoy, hang 
toasts ! On, in grace and vertue to proceed, onely beware, 
beware degrees. There be rounds in a ladder, and knots in 
a halter ; ware carts, hang toasts, the comon counseU has 
decreed it. I must drawe a lot for the great goblet. 

\mi. 
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Bider Minireise MtniLiGRUB, and Lion ell with a 
gohUL 
Mrs. Mull Nay, I pray you, stay and drinke ; and how 
do's your mistresse ? I know hiir verie well— 1 have been 
inward witli her, and so has many more. She waa CTer a 
good, patient creature, yfaith ! With all my hart, ile 
remember your master, an honest man* He knew me 
before I was maryed ! An honest man bee m, and a 
cra%. Hee cornea forward in the world well, I warraut 
him ; and his wife is a proper woman, that she is* TVell, 
she has ben a a proper a woman as any in Cheape. She 
paints now, and yet she keeps her husbands old cub- 
tomers to liim still. In troth, a fiue-fac'd wife^ in a 
wainscot-carved seat, is a worthy ornament to a trades- 
man ahop, and an ^tractive, I warraut ; her husband shall 
finde it in the custome of his ware^ lie assure him. God 
bee with you, good youth; I acknowledge the receit* 
[Eaint Lion.] I acknowledge all the teceit — sine, tia 
very well spoken — I acknowledge the receit* Thus tis to 
have good education, and to bee brought up in a taveme. 
I doe keepe as gallant and as good companic, though I 
say it, OS any she in London, Squiers, gentlemen, and 
knightes diet at my table, and I doe lend some of them 
money ; and full many fine men goe upon my score, as 
simple as I stand hecre^ and I trust them \ and truely 
they verie knightly and courtly promise fairCj give me 
verie good wordsj and a pecce of flesh when time of yere 
serves. Navj though my husband be a citizen, and 's t^ps 
made of wooll, yet I ha wit, and can see my good assoone 
as another, for I have all the thankes ; my silly hushimd, 
aksse 1 hee knowes nothmg of it ; tis I tiiA \^tt^te^-\Ss^^ 
that must beare a braine for alL 
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Coc. Faire hower to you, mistresse ! 

Mrs, Mul, Faire hower 1 — fine terme ! — faith. He score 
it up anone. A beautifull thought to you, sir. 

Coc. Your husband, and my maister, Mr. Garuish, has 
sent you a jole of fresh sahnon, and they both will come 
to dinner to season your new cup with the best wine, 
which cup your husband intreats you to send backe by 
mee, that his armes may bee grav'd a the side, which he 
forgot before it was sent. 

Mrs, MuL By what token are you sent ? — ^by no token ? 
Nay, I have wit. 

Coc. He sent me by the same token, that he was dry 
shaved this morning. 

Mrs, MuL A sad token, but true. Here, sir, I pray 
you commend me to your master, but especially to your 
mistresse. Tell them they shall be most sincerely wel* 
come* \Exit, 

Coc. Shall be most sincerely welcome! Worshipfull 
Codedemoy, lurke close. Hang toasts ! Be not a,shamed 
(rf thy qualitie 1 Every mans turd smels well in 's owne 
nose. Vanish, Foyst 1 [Exit. 

Enter Mrs. Mulligbub, toiih servants and furniture for 
the table. 

Mrs. Mul. Come, spread these table diaper napkins^ 
and — do you heare — ^perfume this parlour, do's so smell 
of prophane tobacco. I could never endure this ungodly 
tobacco, since one of our elders assured me, upon his 
knowledge, tobacco was not used in the congregation of 
the family of love. Spread, spread handsomely — Lord ! 
these boyes doe things arsie varsie — ^you shew your 
bringing up. I was a gentlewoman by my sisters side— 
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I can tell yee so methodically. Methodically ! I wonder 
where I got that word ? 1 Sir Aminadab Buth bad me 
kisse him methodically I — I had it somewhere, and I had 
it indeede. 

Enter Master Mulligbxtb. 

MuL Mind, be not desperate ; He recover all. 
All thinges with me shall seeme honest that can be pro- 
fitable. 
He must nere winch that would or thrive, or save^ — 
To be cald nigard, cuckold, cut-throat, knave ! 

Mr9, MuL Are they come, husband ? 

MuL Who? — what?— how now? What feast towards 
in my private parlour ? 

Mrs, MuL Pray leave your foolerie ! What, are they 
come? 

MuL Come — ^who come? 

Mrs. MuL ?ou need not mak*t so strange ! 

MuL Strange? 

Mrs, MuL I, strange. You know no man that sent 
we word that he and Ms wife would come to dinner to 
me, and sent this jole of fresh salmon before hand? 

MuL Peace — not I — ^peace ! The messenger hath mis- 
taken the house; lets eat it up quickly before it be 
enquir*d for. Sit to it — som vineger— quicke ! Som* 
good luck yet. Faith, I never tasted salmon reHsht 
better ! Oh ! when a man feedd at other mens cost ! 

Mrs, MuL Other mens cost ! Why, did not you send 
this jole of salmon ? 

MuL No. 

Mrs, MuL By Master Garnish man ? 

MuL No. 
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Mr8, Mul, Sending me word that He and his wife 
would come to dinner to me ? 

Mul, No, no. 

Mrs, Mul, To season my new bowle ? 

Muh Bowie! 

Mrs, Mul, And withall wild me to send the bowle 
backe? 

Mul, Backe! 

Mrs, Mul, That you might have your armes grav'd on 
the side ? 

Mul. Ha! ^ ^ 

Mrs, Mul, By the same token you were drie shaven 
this morning before you went forth. 

Mul, Pah ! how this sammon stinkes I 

Mrs, Mul, And thereupon sent the bowle, backe, pre- 
pared dinner — nay» and I bare not a braine. 

Mul, Wife, doe not vexe me ! Is the bowle gone ? — ^is 
it delivered? 

Mkt, Mul, Delivered I Tes, sure, tis delivered. 

Mul, I wiU never more say my prayers. Doe not make 
mee madde ; tis common. Let me not crie like a woman. 
Is it gone ? 

Mist, Mul. GroneP Good is my witnesse, I delivered 
it with no more intention to be cozend on 't, than the 
child new borne ; and yet 

Mul. Looke to my house I I am haunted with evill 
spirites ! Here mee ; doe heare me. K I have not my 
goblet agarne. Heaven I Tie to the divell, — I'le to a con- 
jurer. Looke to my house I Fie raise all the wise men 
ithe streete. 

Mist, Mul, Deliver us ! What wordes are these ? I trust 
in God hee is but drunke, sure. 
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Enter Cocledemoy. 

Coc, I must have the sammon to, worship. Codedemoy, 
now for the master-peece. God blesse thy necke-peece, 
and fowtra, faire mistresse, my master. 

Mist, MuL Have I caught you? — what, Eoger? 
Coc, Peace, good mistres. I'le tell you all. A jest ; a 
verie mere jest : your husband onely tooke sport to fright 
you : — the bowl 's at my masters ; and there is your hus- 
band, who sent me in all hast, least you should be over 
frighted with his fayning, tq come to dinner to him. 
Mist, Mul, Praise Heaven it is no worse. 
Coc. And desired me to desire you to send the jole of 
sammon before, and your sdfe to come after to them ; my 
mistresse would be right glad to see you. 

Mist, Mul, I pray carry it. Now thanke them entierly. 
Blesse me, I was never so out of my skinne in my life : 
pray thanke your mistresse most entirely. 

Coc, So now, Figo, worshipfall Mall Fough, and I, will 
monch cheaters and bawds ; go together, like washing and 
wringing. [Exit, 

Mist, Mul, Beshrew his heart for his labor, how every 
thing about me quivers. What, Christian! my hat and 
aprone : here, take my sleeves. And how I tremble 1 so 
lie gossope it now for't; thats certaine, here has been 
revolutions and false fiers indeed. 

Enter Mulligexib. 

Mul, Whether now ? — ^whats the matter with you now ? 
— whether are you a gadding ? 

Mist, MuL Come, come, play the foole no more. Will 
you goe ? 
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Muh Whether, in the ranke name of madnesse, — 
whether P 

Mkt. Mul. Whether ? — ^why to Mayster Gramish,"to eate 
the jowle of salmon. Lord, how strange you make it ! 

Mul. Why so ?— why so ? 

Mkt, Mul, Why so ? Why, did not you send the selfe- 
same fellow for the jole of salmon that had the cup ? 

Mul. Tis well, — tis very well. 

Mist. Mul. And wild me to come and eate it with you 
at the goldsmithes ? 

Mul. O, I, I, I, — art in thy right wits ? 

Mkt. Mul. Doe you heare ? — make a foole of some body 
else ; and you make an asse of me, De make an oxe of you, 
— do ye see P 

MuL Nay, wife, be patient ; for, looke you, I may be 
madde, or drunke, or so ; for my owne part, though you 
can bear more then I, yet I can do well. I wiU not cursae 
nor cary, but Heaven knows what I thinke. Come, lets 
goe heare some musicke ; I wiU never more say my praiers. 
Lets goe heare some doleiull musicke. Nay, if Heaven 
forget to prosper knaves, He goe no more to the syna- 
gogue. Now I am discontented, He tume sectarie ; that 
is fashion. [Exeunt. 
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ACTUS QUARTUS. 




SCENA PRIMA. 

Enter Sir Hubebt Subboyse, Sir Lyonell Fbevile, 
Cbisfinella ; Servants, with lightes. 

Sir Hub. J^^^ ^ ^ ^ ^S^*^ ' Welcome, Sir Lyonell 
TVevile ! brother Frevile, shortly. 
Looke to your lights ! 
'Serv. The maskers are at hand. 
Sir Lyo, Call downe our daughter. Harke ! they are 
at hande : ranke handsomly. 

Enter the Masquers ; they daunce. Enter Malheubeus, 
and takes Beatbice from Fbevile ; they draw. 

Ere. Know, sir, I have the advantage of the place ; 
You are not safe ; I would deale even with you. 

ifa^. So. X \They exchange gloves as pledges. 

Ere. So. 

Bea, I doe beseech you, sweet, do not for me provoke 
your fortune. 

Sir Lyo. What sodaine flaw is xisen ? 

Sir Huh. !Prom whence corns this P 

Ere. An ulcer, long time lurking, now is burst. 

Sir Hub. Grood sir, the time and your dfim!gQ& «£^ %<ci^. 
II. W 
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Bea. I, deare sir, councell him, advise him ; twill rellish 
well 
From your carving. Good, my ?weet, rest safe. 

Fre. Als wel ! als wel ! — this shall be ended straight. 

Sir Hub, The banquet stales; — there weele discourse 
more large. 

Fre, Marriage must not make men cowards. 

Sir Lyo, Nor rage fooles. 

Svr Hvh, " Tis valor not where heat but reason rules." 
\Exeunt^ onely Tissefii and Crispin, stay. 

Tis. But do you heare, lady ? — ^you proud ape, you ! 
What was the jest you brake of me even now ? 

Cm. Nothing. I onely saide you were all mettle ;r— 
that you had a brazen face, b leaden braine, and a copper 
beard, 

Tis. Quicksilver, — thou little more then a dwarfe, and 
something lesse tKen a woman. 

Cris, A wispe ! a wispe ! a wispe ! — will you go to the 
banquet ? 

Tis. By the Lord, I thinke thou wilt marry shortly too ; 
thou growest somewhat foolish already. 

Ow. O, I faith, tis a faire thing to be married, and a 
necessary. To hear this word, must I If our husbands be 
proud, we must bear his contempt ; if noysome, we must 
beare with the gote under his armeholes ; if a foole, we 
must beare his bable ; and, which is worse, if a loose liver, 
wee must live uppon unholsome reversions. Where, on 
the contrary side, our husbands — ^because they may, and 
we must — care not for us. Thinges hop'd with feare, and 
got with struglings, are mens high pleasures, when duety 
pales and flattes their appetite. 

Tis, What a tart monkey is this I By Heaven I if thou 
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hadst not so much wit, I could finde in my hart to marry 
thee. Faith, bear with me for all this I 

Qru, Beare with thee? I wonder how; thy mother 
could beare thee ten months in her bellie, when I cannot 
indure thee two hours in mine eie. 

TtA, Alasse, for your sweet soule ! By the Lorde, you 
are growne a proud, scurvie, apish, ydle, disdainefiill, 
scoffing — Gods foot ! because you have read Ephues and 
his England, Palmerin de Oliva, and the Legend of Lies I 

Cr%», Why, yfaith, yet servant, you of all others shoulde 
beare with my knowne unmalicious humors : I have alwaies 
in my hart given you your due respect. And Heaven 
may be swome, I have privatdy given faire speach of 
you, and protested 

Tk, Nay, looke you ; for my owne part, if I have not 
as religiously vowd my hart to you, — been drunke to your 
health, swalowd flap-dragons, eate glasses, drunke urine, 
stabd armes, and don all the offices oi protested gallantrie 
for your sake ; and ypt you tell me I have a brazen face, 
a leaden braine, and a copper bearde I Come, yet, and 
it please you. 

Cm. No, no ; — ^you do not love me. 

Tis, By ( ) but I do now ; and whosoever dares say 
that I do not love you, nay, honour you, and if you would 
vouchsafe to marrie 

Cru. Naie, as for that, thinke ont as you will, but Gods 
my record, — and my sister knowes I have taken drinke 
and slept uppont, — ^that if ever I marrie, it shall be you ; 
and I win marrie, and yet I hope I do not saie it shall be 
you, neither. 

T%%, By Heaven, I shalbe as soone wearie of health as of 
your injoyeng l-r-WiU you cast a smooth. ^\v<^^ >x^^'a\sifc'^. 
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Of. I cannot tell. I haye no crumpt shoulders, my 
back needs no mantle, and yet marriage is honorable. Do 
you thinke ye shall prove a cuckold ? 

Tis. No, by the Lord, not 1 1 

Cri, Why, I thanke you, yfaith. 
Heigho ! I slept on my backe this morning, 
And dreamt the strangest dreames. 
Good Lord I How things will come to passe I 
WiU you go to the banquet P 

Tis, K you will bee mine, you shall be your owne : — 
my pursse, my bodie, my hart, is yours, — onlie bee silent 
in my house, modest at my table, and wanton in my bed ; 
— and the Empresse of Europe cannot content, and shall 
not be contented, better. 

Cri» Can anie kind hart speake more discreetlie ajffee- 
tionatdie P My fathers consent ; — and as for mine 

Ti8, Then thus, and thus, so Hymen should begin ; — 
Sometimes' a falling out proves falling in. [Ez, 

Erder Foeyile, speakinff to some tcUhm; Malhe&bux 
at the other dore. 

Ere. As you respect my vertue, give me leave 
To satisfie my reason, though not bloud. 
So all runs right ; our fained rage hath tane 
To fullest life : they are much possest 
Of force most, most all quarrdl. Now, my right frieaid, 
Eesolve me with open brest, free and true hart 5 
Cannot thy vertue, having space to thinke 
And fortifie her weakened powers with reason, 
Discourses, meditations, discipline. 
Divine ejaculatories, and all those aydes against devils^ — 
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Cannot all these cuibe thy lowe appetite 
And sensual! furie ? 

Mai, " There is no God in bloud, no reason in desii'e." 
Shall I but live ? Shall I not be forest to act 
Some deed whose veiie name La Lydeon& ? 

Fre. Ko. 

Mai. Then I must enjoy Francisehitm, 

Fre. Yon shall, lie lend this Ting : shew it to thfit 
faire devilh 
It will resolve me dead ; which rumor, witb my artificiall 
Absence J wd make most lirme : enjoy her sodainlie. 

MaL But if report go strong that you are slaine. 
And that by me, — whereon I may be aeiad, — 
Where shall I finde your being ? 

Fre, At Maister Shatewea the jewellers, to whose 
breast 
lie trust our secret pnrpoae, 

MaL I rest your selfe ; each nian hath follies. 

Fre. Ent those worst of all, 
" Who, uith a willing eie, do seeing fall/* 

MaL Tis true, but truth seemes folly in madnesse spec- 
tacles. I am not now my selfe, no man : farewell* 

Fre. Parewed. 

Mak " When woman 'a in the hart, in the soule hell " 

\_E£ii Malheureus. 

Fi^. N'ow, repentance, the fooles whip, seiae thee ; 
Nay J if there be no meancs de be thy frknd. 
But not thy vices ; and with gieatest sence 
Ee force thee feele thy errors to the worst ; 
The wildest of dangers thou shalt ainke into i 
No jeweller shall see me ; I aviU lurke 
^Vhere none shail know or thinke, dose ile withdraw^ 
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And feavc thee with two friendes — a whore otid knave ; 

But is thk Tertue in me ? No, not pure, 

Nothing extreamely best with us endures ; 

No tiac in simple purities j the elementes 

Are mixt for use ^ silver without alay 

Is all to eager to be wrought for use : 

Nor precise vertues, ever purely good, 

Holdes useful! size with temper of weake bloud ; 

Tlien let my course be bojme, tho' with side-wind. 

The end bein^ good, the meanes are well sAsbgd. [E^U? 

Mnler Pranchischika meimcholjf, Cocklzdemot 
Uaiing her. 

€qc. ComCj catafugo Franck a Frauck-haU, who, who ho! 
Exoellentl Ha, heers a plump rumpt wench, with a 

breast 
Softer then a courtyers tongue, an old ladies guras, 

Or an old mans mentsda. My fine rogue 

Fra, Pah, you poultronl 

Coc, Gooddy fiste, flmnpum pumpum; a, my 
wagtaile, 
Thou art as false^ as prostituted, and ad ulcerate 
As some translated manuscript, Busse fayre, who 
busse ? 
Fra, Gods sacramant, pox I 

Goc. Madamot/ ketf, dost thou &owne, medlm thorn 
teuke^? 
Nay, look heer. Nwmeron ^, silver Uithefor can^^ 
On caM^ goblet ; bm kt^ff ne mo^ bkgefo^ oieeaton poj* 
On you gosling 1 

Fra. By me fait, dis bin verie iine langage; iek sj 
bush ye now ; ha> be garzou, vare had you dat plate ? 



4 




8C. I.] THE DUTCH COURTEZAN. 167 

Coc. Hedemoy hey, get you gon, punck tampant, key^ 
common up-taile ! 

Enter Masy Fouoh in host. 

Mar. O daughter, cozen, neece, servant, mistresse ! 

Coc. Humpum, plumpum squat, I am gone. 

[Emi Cocledemoy. 

Mar. There is one M. Malhereux at the dore desires to 
see you. He sales he must not be denide, for he hath 
sent this ring ; and withall saies tis done. 

Era. Yat sail me do now, Gods sacramant ! Tell him 
two howers hence he sail be most affectionatlie velcome ; 
teU him (vat sal me do?), tel him ick am bin in my bate, 
and ick sail perfume my feetes, mak a mine bodie so deli- 
cate for his arme, two houres hence. 

Mar. I shall satisfie him two houres hence well. 

[Exit Mary. 

M'a. Now ick saU revange ; hay, begar, me sal tartar de 
whole generation! Mine braine vorke it. Frevile is 
dead, Malhareux saU hang ; and mine rivall, Beatrice, ick 
sail make run madde. 

Enter Matly Faugh. 

Mar. Hees gone, forsooth, to eate a cawdle of cock- 
stones, and will retume within this two houres. 

Era. Yerie vel, give monis to some fellow to squire me ; 
ick sal go abroad. 

Mar» Thers a lustie bravo beneath, a stranger, but a 
good stale rascalL He sweares valiantlie, kicks a bawd 
right vertuously, and protestes vnth an emptie pocket right 
desperately. Heele squier you. 
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Era. Very velcom ; mine fan ; ick sail retome presantly. 
K^ow sal me be revange ; ten tousant devlal der sail be no 
got in me but passion, no tought but rage, no merde 
but bloud, no spirit but divla in me. Dere sal noting 
tought good for me, but dat is mischieyous for others. 

[ExU. 

Enter Sir Hubeet, Sir Lyonell, Beatrice, Ceispinblla, 
afid Nurse, Tiss^ri&w following . 

Sir Ly, Did no one see him since ? pray God, nay, all 
is well. A litle heat, what, he is but withdrawne ? and 
yet I would to God ! — ^but feare you nothing. 

Bea, Pray God that all be well, or would I were not ! 

Tyi, Hees not to be found, sir, any where. 

Sir Ly, You must not make a heavy face presage an ill 
event. I like your sister well, shees quick and lively : 
would she woulde marry, faith. 

CW*. Marry, nay and I would marry : methinks an old 
mans a quiet thing. 

Sir Ly, Ha, masse, and so he is. 

Cn, You are a widdower ? 

Sir Ly, That I am, I faith, faire Crisp. ; and I can tell 
j^ou, would you affect me, I have it in me yet, Ifaith. 

Cri, Troth I am in love ; let me see your hand : would 
you cast your selfe away upon me willingly ? 

Sir Ly. Will I? I, by the 

Ori, Woulde you be a cockould willingly? By my 
troath tis a comely, fine, and handsome sight, for one of 
my yeeres to marry an old man; truth tis restorative; what 
a comfortable thinge it is to thinke of her husband, to 
heare his venerable cough a the everlastings, to feele his 
rough skinne, his summer handes, and winter leggesj his 
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almoste no eies, and assuredly no teeth, and then to thinke 
what she must dreame of, when she considers others 
happines and her owne want : tis a worthy and notorious 
comfortable match. 

Sir Ly, Pish, pish ! will you have me ? 

Ori. Will you assure me 

Bir Ly, Five hundred pound joynture ? 

On, That you will die within this fortnight ? 

Sir Ly, No, by my faith. Oris. 

Ori. Then Crisp, by her faith assures you sheele have 
none of you. 

Enter Fbeyile disyuis^d like apandory and 
Feancischina. 

M'e. Beere leave, gentles and men of nightcaps, I would 
speak, but that here stands one is able to expresse her 
owne tale best. 

Era. Sir, mine speech is to you; you had a sonne, Mestre 
Frevile ? 

Sir ly. Had, ha ! and have. 

Era, No point, me am come to assure you dat on 
Mestre Malheureus hath killed him. 

Bea, O me 1 wretched, wretched ! 

Sir HvA. Looke to our daughter. 

Sir Ly, How art thou informed ? 

Era, If dat it please you to go vid me, Ick sail bring 
you where you sail hear Malheureus vid his owne lips 
confesse it, and dare ye may a|q)rehend him, and revenge 
your and mine loves blond. 

Sir Hub.. Tour loves blond, mistresse,was he your love? 

Era, He was so, sir j let your daughter heare it : do 
not veep, lady ; de yong man dat b^ Aaaxj^a ^^ Tia\»^ss^^ 
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yon, for hee still lovitt me ten tousant toosant times more 



Bea. O my hart, I will love you the better ; I cjamiot 
hate what he affected ? O passion, my griefe ! which 
way wilt breake, thinke, and consume ? 

Ori, Peace! 

Bea, Deare woes cannot speake. 

Era, For looke you, ladie, dis your ring he gave me, 
vid most bitter jests at your scomd kindnesse. 

Bea. He did not ill not to love me, but sure hee did 
not well to mocke me : gentle mindes will pittie, though 
they cannot love ; yet peace and my love sleepe with him. 
Unlace, good nurse ; alas ! I was not so ambitious of so 
supreme an happinesse, that he should onlie love me; 
twas joy enough for me, poore soule, that I only might 
love him. 

Era. O but to be abusde, scomde, scoft at! O ten 
tousand divla, by such a one, and unto such a one I 

Bea. I thinke you saie not true, sister ; shall we know 
one another in the other world ? 

Ori. What meanes my sister ? 

Bea. I would faine see him againe I O my torturd 
mind, 
Frevile is more then dead, he is unkinde ! 

[Exeunt Beat., Crisp., and Nurse 

Sir Hub. Convey her in, and so, sir, as you said. 
Set a strong watch. 

Sir Ly. I, sir, and so passe along with this same com- 
mon woman ; you must make it good. 

Era. Ick sail, or let me pay for his, mine bloud. 

Sir Hub. Come, then, along all, with quiet speed. 

Sir Ly. fate ! 
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Tys. O sir, be wisely sorrie, but not passionate, [ExU, 

Manet Feevile. 
Ere, I will goe and reveale my selfe ! stale, no, no, 
Greefe endeeres love ; Heaven ! to have such a wife 
Is happinesse, to breed pale envy in the saintes. 
Thou worthy dove-like vergin without gall, 
Cannot (that womans evill) jealousie, 
Bespight disgrace, nay, which is worst, contempt. 
Once stirre thy faith P O truth, how few sisters hast thou ! 
Deere memorie, with what a suffring sweetnesse, quiet 

modesty. 
Yet deepe affection, she receiv'd my death I 
And then with what a patient, yet oppressed kindnesse. 
She tooke my leudlie intimated wrongs ! O the derest of 

heaven ! 
Were there but three such women in the world, two 
Might be saved. 

Well, I am great with expectation to what devilish end 
This woman of foule soule will drive her plots ; 
But Providence all wicked art ore-tops ; 
•* And impudence must know (tho stiffe as ice). 
That fortune doth not always dote on vice." [Exit. 

Enter Sir Hubbht, Sir Lyonell, Ttssepue, Franch., 
and three with halberds. 

Sir Hub, Plant a watch there ; be verie carefull sirs ; the 
rest with us. 

Tt/8. The heavy night growes to her depth of quiet ; 
Tis about mid darkenesse. 

JVtf. Mine shambre is hard by ; Ick sail bring you to it 
presantment. 
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Sir Zy. Deepe silence. On. 

Coc. (within). Wa, ha, ho ! [Exit 

Enter Mulliobub. 

Mul. It was his voice, tis he: he suppes with hi3 
cupping-glasses. Tis late ; he must passe this waie : He 
ha him — He ha my fine boy, my worshipfull Cocledemoy ; 
lie moy him ; he shall be hanged in lowsie linnen ; lie 
hire some sectary to make himan hereticke before he die ! 
And when he is dead He pisse on his grave. 

Enter Cocledemoy. 

Coc. Ah, my fine puncks, good night, Eranke, frailtie» 
fraile a Fraile-Hall ! Bonus noctes, my ubiquUari. 

Mul, Ware polling and shaving, sir. 

Coc. A wolfe, a wolfe, a wolfe 1 

\Exit Cocledemoy, leaving his cloke behind him. 

MuL Heers something yet, a cloke, a cloke ! Yet lie 
after ; he cannot scape the watch ; He hang him if I have 
any mercy. He slice him. \Exit. 

Enter Cocledemoy. 

Con. Who goes there ? Come before the constable* 
Coc. Bread a God 1 constable, you are a watch for the 
devil. Honest men are robd imder your nose ; thers a 
false knave in the habit of a vintner, set upon me ; he 
would had my purse, but I tooke me to my heeles : yet 
he got my doke, a plaine stuffe doke, poore, yet twill 
serve to hang him ! Tis my losse, poore man that T am ! 
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Enter Mulugbub running with Coclbdbmots elok$. 

2. Maisters, we must watcli better; ist not strange 
that knaveSk drunkards, and theeves should be a brode, 
and yet we of the watch, scriveners, smithes, and taylors, 
never stur P 

1. Hazke, who goes there? 

MuL An honest man and a dttiezen. 

2. Appeare, appeare ; what are you P 
MuL A simple vintner. 

1. A vintner ha I and simple; draw neerer, nerer; 
heers the doke. 

2. I, Maister Yintner, we know you; a plaine stufie 
doke ; tis it. 

1. Eight, come! Oh thou varlet, doest not thou know 
that the wicked cannot scape the eies of the constable P 

Mul, What meanes this violence P As I am an honest 
man I tooke the doke 

1. As you are a knave, you tooke the doke, we are 
your witnesses for that. 

Mul, But, heare me, heare me ; He tell you what I am. 

2. A theefe you are. 

Mul, I tell you my name is Mulligrub. 

1. I will grubbe you. In with him to the stockes; 
there let him sit tell to-morrow morning, that Justice 
Quodlibet may examine him. 

Mul Why, but I tell thee 

2. Why, but I tel thee, weele tell thee now. 
Mul, Am I not mad P am I not an asse P 

Why, scabs, Gods-foot 1 let me out. 

2, I, I, let him prate ; he shall &id matter yol ^^ 



174 TEE DUTCH COURTEZAN. [act iv. 

scabs, I warrant : Gods-so, what good members of the 
common wealth doe wee prove ! 

1. Preethee, peace; lets remember our duties, and Let 
go sleepe, in the feare of God. 

[Exeunt^ having left MuUegrub in the stocks. 

Mul. Who goes there ? lUo, ho, ho : zounds, shall I 
run mad — loose my wits ! ShaU I be hang'd ? Hark ; 
who goes there ? Do not feare to be poore MuUegrub » 
thou hast a sure stocke now. 

Enter Cocledemoy, like a helman. 

Coc. The night growes old. 
And many a cockould is now Wha, ha, ha, ho ! 
Maids on their backes 

Dreame of sweet smackes, and warme : Wo, ho, ho, ho ! 
I must go comfort my venerable MuUegrub, T must 
Kddle him tiU he fyst. Fough ! 
Maides in your night-raUes, 
Looke weU to your Ught ( - ) 
Keepe close your lockes. 
And downe your smocks ; 
Keepe a brode eie. 
And a close thigh. 

ExceUent, exceUent ! Whose there ? Now, Lord, Lord 
(Maister MuUegrub) deUver us I what does your worship 
in the stocks ? I pray come out, sir. 

Mul. Zounds, man, I teU thee I am lockt 1 

Coc. Lockt! O world! men! time! O night! 
that canst not discerne vertue and wisdome, and one of 
the common counsel! What is your worship in for? 

MuL For (a plague ont) suspition of feUonie. 

Coc. Nay, and it be such a trifle. Lord, I could weep, 
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to aee your good worship in this taking. Tour worshippe 
has beene a good Mend to me, and tho you have forgot 
me, yet I knewe your wife before she was married, and , 
since I have found your worships dore open, and I have 
knockt, and God knows what I have saved : and doe I live 
to see your worship stockt ? 

Mai, Honest behnan, I perceive thou knowst me; 
I prethee call the watch. 
Informe the constable of my reputation. 
That I may no longer abide in this shamefull habitation, 
And hold thee all I have about me. {Qives him hU purse, 

Coc, Tis more than I deserve, sir: let me alone for 
your deliverie. 

Mul, Doe, and then let me alone with Cockledemoy. 
lie moy him ! 

Coc, Maids in your 

Maister Constable, whose that ith' stoks ? 

1. One for a robberie: one Mullegrub, he cals him- 
sdfe. Mullegrub ? Bel-man, knowst thou him ? 

Coc, Elnow him 1 0, Maister Constable, what good ser- 
vice have you done I Elnow him ? Hees a strong theefe ; 
his house has beene suspected for a bawdie taveme a great 
while, and a receipt for cut-purses, tis most certaine. He 
has beene long in the blacke booke, and is he tane'now ? 

2, Berlady, my maisters, weele not trust the stocks 
with him, weele have him to the justices, get a mittimus to 
Newgate presentlie. Come, sir, come on, sir. 

Mtd, Ha ! does your rascalship yet know my worship 
in the end ? 

1. I, the end of your worship we know. 

Mul, Ha ! goodman constable, heeres an honest fellow 
o§n tell you what I am ? 
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2. Tis trae, sir ; yare a strong theefe, hee saies, on his 
owne knowledge^ Binde fast, binde fast ! we know you. 
Weele trust no stocks with you. Awaie with him to the 
jayle instantlie. 

Mul, Why, but dost heare ? Bel-man, rogue, rascall, 
Gods ! whie, but ? \The Constable drags awaie Mulligrub. 

Coc. Whie, but ; wha, ha, ha ! excellent, excellent ! ha, 
my fine Cocledemoy, my vintner fistes. lie make him fart 
crackers before I ha done with him; to-morrow is the 
daie of judgment* 

Afore the Lord God, my knaverie growes unperegall ; 
Tis time to take a nap, untill half an houre hence. 
God give your worship musicke, content, and rest. 

Exeunt, 



•^^«Xsai?^ 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 



SCENA PEIMA. 

EtUer FEANCiscffiNA, Sir Lyonel, Tissbpeu, with 
ra. 




^^' ^^S^^ O U bin verie velcom to mine shambra. 
Sir Lyo, But, how knowe ye, how are 
ye assurde, 
Both of the deed, and of his sure letnme ? 
¥ra, O myn-here, Ick sail tell you. Metre Malhereux 
Game all bretlesse running a my shambra. 
His sword all bloudie : he tel a me he had kil Frevile, 
And pred a me to conceale him. 
Ick flatter him, bid bring monies, he should live and lie 

vidme. 
He went, whilst Ick (me hope vidout sins), out of mine 
Mush love to Ereyile, betraie him. 

Sir lofo, Feare not, tis well : good works get grace for 
ain. [She conceales them hehinde the curtaine. 

Fra, Dere, peace, rest dere, so softlie, all goe in. 
De net is laie, now sal Ick be revenge. 
If dat me knew a dog dat Frevile love. 
Me would piiisson him ; for know de deepest hell 
As a revenging womans naught so fell. 

n. \^ 
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Enter Maey Fough. 

Mar. Ho! Cosen Francke, the partie you wot of, 
M.Malhereux. 
Era. Bid him come up, I prede. 

Cantat saltac^ue cum cithera. 

Enter Malhekeux. 

Era. O min here man, a dere liver love, 
Mine ten tousant times velcom love I 
Ha I by mine trat, you bin de just — ^vat sail me saie P 
Vat seet honie name sail I call you ? 

Mai. Anie ifrom you is pleasure. Come, my loving 
Prettinesse, wheres thie chamber P 
I long to touch your sheetes. 

Era. No, no, not yet, mine seetest soft-lipped love, 
Tou sail not gulp downe aU delights at once. 
Be min-trat, dis aU-fles-lovers, dis ravenous wenches 
Dat sallow all downe hole, vill have all at one bit ; 
Fie, fie, fie ! be min fait, dey do eate 
Comfets vid spoones. 

No, no, lie make you chew your pleasure vit love; 
" De more degrees and steps, de more delight, 
De more endeered is de pleasure hight." 

Mai. What, your a lemed wanton, and proceed by art ? 

Era. Go, little vag, pleasure should have 
A cranes long necke, to relish de ambrosia of delight. 
And Ick pre de tel me, for me loves to heare of manhood 
Verie mush, I fait : Ick prede — vat vas me a saieng? 
Oh, Ick prede tell a me 
How did you killa Metre Frevile ? 

Mai. Why, quareld a set purjpose, drew him out. 
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Singled him, and, having th' advantage 

Of my sword and might, ran him through and through. 

Fra. Vat did you vid him van he was sticken ? 

Mai, I dragd him by the heeles to the next wharffe, and 
spumd him in the river. 

[Those in amhush rutheth forth and take him. 

Sir Lyo, Seize, seize him : O monsterous ! O ruthlesse 
yillaine! 

Mah What meane you, gentlemen? By Heaven 

Ty%, Speake not of anie thing thats good. 

Mai, Your errors gives you passion : Frevile lives. 

^r Lyo. Thie own lips saie thou liest. 

Mai, Let me die, if at Shatewes the jeweller he lives 
not safe untoucht. 

Ty%, Meane time to strictest guard, to sharpest prison. 

Mai, No rudenesse, gentlemen : ile go undragd. 
O, wicked, wicked divell ! \Exlt, 

Sir Lyo, Sir, the dale of triaU is this mom ; 
Lets prosecute the sharpest rigor and severest end : 
" Good men are cruell when the' are vices friend." 

Sir Hvh, Woman, we thanke thee with no emptie 
hand; 
Strumpets are fit, fit for som-thing. Farewell. 

[All save Frevile depart. 

Ere, I, for hell ! O, thou unrepriveable, beyond all 
Measure of grace dambd immediatlie ! 
That things of beautie created for sweet use. 
Soft comfort, and as the verie musicke of life, 
Custome should make so unutterable hellish I 
0, Heaven I what difference is in women and their life ! 
What man, but worthie name of man. 
Would leave the modest pleasures of a lawMIbeA. — 
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The holie union of two equall harts 

Mutoallie holding either deere as health — 

The undoubted yssues, joyes of chast sheetes, 

The unfained imbrace of sober ignorance — 

To twine the unhealthfull loynes of common loves, 

The prostituted impudence of things 

Sencelesse like those by cataracks of Nyle ! 

" Their use so vile takes awaie sence. How vile 

To love a creature made of bloud and hell, 

Whose use makes weake, whose companie doth shame. 

Whose bed doth begger, yssue doth defame !" 

Enter Fbancischina. 

Era. Metre Frevile live? ha, ha, live at Mestre 
ShatewesI 
Mush at Metre Shatews : Frevile is dead, Malhereux sail 

hang, 
And swete divel, dat Beatrice, would but run mad, dat 
She would but run mad ; den me would dance and sing. 
Metre Don Dubon, me pre ye now go to Mestres 
Beatrice. Tel her Erevile is sure ded, and dat he 
Cursse hir selfe especiallie, for dat he was 
Sticked in hir quarreU, swering in his last gaspe, 
Dat if it had bid in mine quarrels 
Twould never have greeved him. 

Fre, I will. 

Era. Prede do, and saie anie ting dat vil vex her. 

Ere. Let me alone to vex her. 

Era. Vil you, vU you mak a her run mad ? Here, take 
Dis ring, sea me scome to wear anie ting dat was hers 
Or his. I prede torment her, ick cannot love her ; 
She honest and vertuous, forsooth ! 
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Ere. Is she so ? vile creature ! then let me alone 
with her. 

Era, Vat, vil you mak a her mad ? seet by min trat, 
Be pretta servan, Bush, Ick sail go to bet now. 

E^e. Mischiefe, whether wilt thou? thou tear-lesse 
woman ! 
How monstrous is thy deyill. 
The end of hell as thee I 
How miserable were it to be virtuous, if thou couldst 

prosper I 
He to my love, the faithfull Beatrice ; 
She has wept enough, and faith, deere soule, too much. 
But yet how sweet is it to thinke 
How deere ones life was to his love : how nioomd his 

death! 
Tis joy not to be exprest with breath : 
But O let him that would such passion drinke, 
Be quiet of his speech, and onlie thinke ! [Exit. 

Enter Beatsice and Cbispinella. 

Bea, Sister, cannot a woman kiU her selfe ? is it not 
lawftdl to die when we should not live ? 

Cri. O sister, tis a question not for us ; we must do 
what God will. 

Bea. What God will ? Alasse, can torment be his glorie, 
or our greefe his pleasure 1 Does not the nurces' nipple, 
juic'd over with wormwood, bid the childe it shoulde not 
sucke ? And does not Heaven, when it hath made om* 
breath bitter unto us, say we shud not live ? O my best 
sister, to suffer wounds when one may scape this rod is 
against nature, that is against Grod ! 

Cri. Good sister, do not make me wee^\ ^^a^"^^^ 
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was not false : lie gage my Hfe that strumpet, out of craft 
and some dose second end, hath malist him. 

Bea. O sister ! if he were not Mse, whom hare I lost ? 
If he were, what griefe to soch nnVindnesse ! 
From head to foote I am all mjserie ; 
Ondj in this, some justice I haTc foond — 
My griefe is like my We, beycmd all bound. 

Enter ^Ti^SE. 

Nur, My servant, Maister Gacatnre, desires to yisite 
yott. 

CW. Por griefes sake keepe him out ; his discourse is like 
the long word, HtmarifioMUudmUai^us : a great deale 
of sound and no sence : his companie is like a parenthesis, 
to a discourse you may admit it, or leav it out, it makes 
no matter. 

Enter Fbeyile in his disguise. 

Ere. By your leave, sweet creatures. 
Cri. Sir, all I can yet say of you is, you are undvill. 
Ere. You must denie it. By your sorrowes leave, 
I bring some musicke to make sweet your griefe. 

Bea. What ere you please. O breake my hart ! 
Canst thou yet pant ? O dost thou yet survive ? 
Thou didst not love him if thou now canst live ! 

# 
Frevile sings, 

I/me^ how strangely sweet. 

Are thy weake possums. 
That love and joy should meete 

In self e-same fashions / 
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who can tell 

The cause why this should move, 
But onely this, 

No reason aske of Love / 

Cri. Hold, peace I — the gentlest soule is sowned. my 
best sister ! 

I^e. Ha, get you gone, dose the dores ! My Beatrice ! 

[Biscovers himself. 
Curst be my indiscreet trials! O my immeasureabUe 
loving! 

Cri. She stirs, give aire, she breathes ! 

Bea, Where am I? Ha ! how have I slipt off life ? 
Am I in heaven ? my lord, though not loving 
By our etemaU being, yet give me leave 
To rest by thie dear side. Am I not in heaven ? 

Fre. O etemallie much loved, recollect your spirits ! 

Bea, Ha, you do speake ? I do see you, I do live I 
I would not die now : let me not burst with wonder. 

Fre. Call up your bloode ; I live to honor you 
As the admired glorie of your sex. 
Nor ever hath my love bin false to you, 
Onely I presum'd to try your faith too much. 
For which I most am grieved. 

Cri. Brother, I must be plaine with you, you have 
wrong'd us ; 
I am not so covetous to deny it ; 
But yet, when my discourse hath staide your quaking. 
You will be smoother lipt ; and the delight 
And satisfaction which we all have got, 
Under these strange disguisings, when you know. 
You will be milde and quiet, forget at last, 
" It is much joy to thinke on sorrowes past." 
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Bea, Do you then live ? and are you not untrue ? 
Let me not die with joy ; pleasures more extreame 
Then greefe ; thers nothing sweet to man but meane. 

Ere. Heaven cannot be too gratious to such goodnesse. 
I shall discourse to you the severall chances ; but harke, I 
must yet rest disguis'd ; 
The sudden dose of many drifts now meet, 
" Where pleasure hath some profit, art is sweet." 

Erder Tisepeu. 

Tt/8, Newes, newes, newes, newes ! 

Cri, Oysters, oysters, oysters, oysters ! 

Ty%, Why, is not this well now? Is not this better 
then louring and pouting and puling, which is hateful 
to the living, and vaine to the dead ? Come, come, you 
must live by the quicke, when all is done ; and for my 
owne part, let my wife laugh at me when I am dead, so 
sheele smile upon me whilst I live ; but to see a woman 
whine, and yet keepe her eies drye: mpume, and yet 
keepe her cheekes fat : nay, to see a woman daw her 
husbande by the feete when he is dead, that would have 
scratcht him by the face when he was living-^this now is 
somewhat rediculous. 

On. Lord, how you prate. 

Ty8, And yet I was afraide, ifaith, that I shoulde ha 
scene a garland on this beauties herse; but time, truth, 
experience, and varietie, are great doers with women. 

Cri, But whats the newes? — the newes, I pray you ? 

Tya, I pray you? nere pray me: for by your leave 
you may command me. This tis, the publique sessions, 
which this day is past, hath doom'd to death ill-fortun'd 
Malhereux. 
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Ori. But sir, we heard lie offerd to make good^ 
That Frevile liv'd at Shatews the jewellers — - 

Bea, And that twas but a plot betwixt them two. 

Tis, O, I, I, he gagd his life with it ; but know. 
When all approcht the test, Shatews denide 
He saw or heard of any such complot, 
Or of Frevill ; so that his owne defence 
Appeard so false, that, like a madmans sword. 
He stroke his owne hart ; he hath the course of law, 
And instantly must suffer : but the jest 
(K hanging be a jest, as many make it) 
Is to take notice of one MuUigrub, a sharking vintner. 

Ere. What of him, sir? 

Ti8. Nothing but hanging : the whoresone slave is mad 
before he lost his sences. 

Ere, Was his fact cleere and made aparant, sir ? 

Tia. No faith, suspitious ; for twas thus protested : 
A cloke was stolne ; that cloke he hads he had it ; 
Himselfe confest by force \ the rest of his defence 
The choUor of a justice wrongd in wine, 
Joynd with malignance of some hastie jurors. 
Whose wit was Hghted by the justice nose ; the knave was 

cast. 
But Lord, to heare his mone, his praiers, his wishes. 
His zeale ill-timd, and his words unpittied. 
Would make a dead man rise and smile, 
Whilst he observed how feare can make men vile. 

Cri. Shall we go meet the execution P 

Bea, I shall be rulde by you. 

TU, By my troth, a rare motion ; you must hast, 
For male-factors goes like the world, upon wheeles. 

Bea, Will you man us ? Ton shall be our guide. 
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Ere, I am your servant. 

TU, Ha, servant? Zounds, I am no companion fot 
pandors I your best make him your love. 

Bea. So will I, sir ; we must live by the quicke, you 
say. 

Tis, Sdeath a virtue ! what a damnd things this 1 
Whole trust faire faces, teares, and vowes ? Sdeath ! not I. 
She is a woman, — ^that is,— she can ly. 

Cri. Come, come, tume not a man of time, to make 
allil 
Whose goodnesse you conceive not, since the worst of 

chance 
Is to crave grace for heedlesse ignorance. [JEkceimt. 

Enter Cocledemoy, like a sergeant, 

Coc. So, I ha lost my sergeant in an ecliptique mist, 
druuke 1 horrible drunke ! he is fine. So now will I fit 
myselfe ; I hope this habit will do me no harme ; I am an 
honest man already. Eit, fit, fit as a puncks taile, that 
serves every body. By this time my vintner thinkes of 
nothing but hel and sulpher ; he farts fire and brimstone 
already. Hang testes ; the execution approcheth. 

Elder Sir Ltonell, Sir Hubert ; Malhebeux.^wmwc?; 
Tysefeu, Beatrice, Frevile, Crisp., Feakcis- 
CHINA, and holberda, 

Mai. I do not blush, although condemnd by lawes ; 
No kind of death is shameMl but the cause. 
Which I do know is none ; and yet my lust 
Hath made the one (although not cause) most just. 
May I not be reprived P Frevile is but mislodgd ; 
Some lethargic hath seazd him — no, much mallice ; 
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Do not lay bloud upon your soules with good intents ; 
Men may do ill, and law sometime repents. 

[Cockledemoy picks Malhereuxes pocket of his purse. 

Sir Lyo, Sir, sir, prepare ; vaine is all lewd defence. 

MaL " Conscience was law, but now lawes consdenoe." 
My endles peace is made ; and to the poore, 
My purse, my purse. 

Coc, I, sir ; and it shall please you, the poore has your 
purse already. 

Mai, You are a welyman. 
But now, thou sourse of devils. Oh how I lothe 
The very memory of that I adorde I 
He thats of faire bloud, well meand, of good breeding, 
Best fam'd, of sweet acquaintance, and true friends. 
And would with desperate impudence loose all these. 
And hazard landing at this fataU shore, — 
Let him nere kill, nor steale, but love a whore. 

"Era, De man dose rave ; tinck a got, tinck a got, and 
bid de flesh, de world, and the dible, farewell. 

Mai, Farewell. [Frevile discovers himsel/e. 

Ere, Farewell. 

Era, Vat ist you sea? — Ha ! 

Ere, Sir, your pardon ; with my this defence. 
Do not forget protested violence ; 
Of your low affections no requests. 
No arguments of reason, no knowne danger, 
No assured wicked bloodines. 
Could draw your hart from this damnation. 

Mai. Why stale? 

Era, XJnprosperous divell, vat sail me do now ? 

Ere, Therefore, to force you from the truer danger. 
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I wrought the fained, suffering this faire devil 

In shape of woman to make good her plot ; 

And, knowing that the hooke was deeply fast, 

I gave her line at will, till, with her owne vaine strivings. 

See here shees tired. O thou comely damnation ! 

Doest think that vice is not to be withstood? 

what is woman, meerely made of bloud ! 

SirLyo, You maze us all; let us not be lost in darke- 
nesse P 

IVe, All shall be lighted ; but this time and place 
Forbids longer speech ; onlie what you can thinke 
Has bin extreamlie ill, is onlie hers. 

SirLyo. To severest prison with her; with what hart 
canst live — 
What eies behold a face ? 

Era. Ick vil not speake ; torture, torture your fill. 
For me am worse then hangd ; me ha lost my will. 

[Exit Francischina with the guard. 

Sir Lyo. To the extreamest whip and jaile. 

Ere. Frolique, how is it, sirs P 

Mat. I am myselfe. How long wast ere I could 
Perswade my passion to grow calme to you P 
Eich sence makes good bad language, and a &iend 
Should waigh no action, but the actions end. 

1 am now worthie yours ; when before 

The beast of man, loose bloud distemperd us ; 
" He that lust rules cannot be vertuous." 



BC. I.] THE BUTCH COURTEZAN, 189 



Enter Mullegbub, Mistria Mullegbtjb, and Officers, 

Off, On afore there, roome for the prisoners. 

Mul, I praie you do not lead me to execution through 
Gheapeside. I owe M. Burnish, the gold-smith, monie, 
and I feare heele set a serjant on my backe for it. 

Coc, Trouble not your skonce, my Christian brothers, 
but have an eie unto the maine chance; I will warrant 
your shouldiers ; as for your necke, Fliniua aecundus, or 
Marcua TulUua Cycero^ or somebodie it is, sales, that a 
three-foulde corde is hardlie broken. 

Mul. Wei, I am not the first honest man that hath bin 
cast away ; and I hope shall not be the last. 

Coc. O, sir, have a good stomach and mawes ; you shal 
have a ioyftdl supper. 

MuL, In troth I have no stomach to it ; and it please 
you, take my trencher ; I use to fast at nights. 

WjiU Mul, O husband I I little thought you should have 
oome to think on Gt)d thus soon; nay, and you had bin 
hangd deservedly it would never have greevd me; I have 
known of many honest innocent men have bin hangd 
deservedly ; but to be cast away for nothing I 

Coc, Good woman, hold your peace, your prittles and 
your prattles, your bibbles and your babbles ; for I pray 
you heare mee in private; I am a widdower, and you are 
almost a widdow; shal I be welcome to your houses, to 
your tables, and your other things ? 

Mist. Mul, I have a peece of mutton and a featherbed 
ibr you at all times ; I pray make hast. 
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MuL 1 do here make my confession : if I owe anie man 
anie thing, I do hartilie forgive him ; if any man owe me 
anie thing, let him paie my wife. 

Coc, I will looke to your wives paiment, I warrant 
you. 

Mul, And now, good yoke-fellow, leave thy pore 
Mulligrub. 

Mist. MuL Naie, then I were unkind ; yfaith I will not 
leave you until I have seen you hang. 

Coc. But brothers, brothers, you must thinke of your 
sins and iniquities ; you have bin a brocher of prophane 
vessels ; you have made us drinke of the juice of the whore 
of Babylon : for whereas good ale, perrys, bragoes, syder, 
and metheglins, was the true auntient British and Troyan 
drinks, you ha brought in Popish wines, Spanish wines, 
French wines, tarn Marti quam MercuriOi both muscadine 
and malmsey, to the subversion, staggering, and sometimes 
overthrow of manie a good Christian. You ha bin a great 
jumbler; O remember the sins of your nights I for your 
night works ha bin unsavorie in the tast of your customers. 

Mid, I confesse, I confesse ; and I forgive as I would 
be forgiven. Do you know one Cocledemoy ? 

Coc. O verie wel. Ejiow him ? — an honest man he is, and 
a comly, an upright dealer with his neighbours, and their 
wives speake good things of him. 

MuL Wel, whersoere he is, or whatsoere he is, He take 
it on my death hees the cause of my hanging. I hartily 
forgive him, and if he would come forth he might save me ; 
for he only knowes the why and the wherefore. 

Coc, You do, from your harts and midrifs and intrales, 
forgive him then ; you wil not let him rot in rusty irons, 
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procfure him to be hangd in lowsie Hnnen \^tIiout a soi^, 
and after lie is dead, pisse on his grave ? 

Mul, That hard hart of mine has procurd all this ; bat 
I forgive as I would be forgiven. 

Col, Hang tosts, my worshipfiill Mulligrub.. BehtoM 
thy Cocledemoy, my fine vintner ; my castrophomicall fine 
boy ; behold and see ! 

Tis. Blisse a the blessed, who would but look for two 
knaves here ? 

Coc, No knave, worshipfull friend, no knave ; for observe, 
honest Cocledemoy restores whatsoever he has got, to 
make you know that whatsoere he has don, has bin only 
etiphonia gratia — for wits sake.- I acquit this vintner, as 
he has acquitted me ; all has bin done for emphises of wit, 
my fine boie, my worshipfull friends, 

Tis. Goe, you are a flattring knave. 

Coc. I am so ; tis a good thriving trade ; it coms forward 
better then the seven liberal sciences, or the nine cardinall 
vertues ; whiche may well appeare in this, you shall never 
have flattering knave turn courtyers. And yet I have read 
of many courtyers that have turned flatering knaves. 

Sir Hub. Wast even but so, why then als well. 

Mul. I could even weepe for joy. 

Mrs. Mul. I could weep to, but God knowes for what ! 

!ns. Hers another tack to be given — ^your son and 
daughter. 

Sir Hub. 1st possible ? hart, I, al my hart ; wil you be 
joyned here ? 

Tis. Yes, faith, father ; mariage and hanging are spun 
both in one houre. 

Coc. Why then, my worshipfull good friends, I bid my- 
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adfe most hartfly wdksome to your meny nuptials and 

wanton jigga-joggies. And now, my veiie fine HeHoonian 

gaUanteSy and yon, my worahipfiill friends in the middle 

region. 

If with oontent our hnrUesse mirth hath bin. 

Let yonr pleasd minds as our mnch care hath bin ; 

For he shall find that slights sudi triviall wit, 

Tis easier to reprove then better it. 

We scome to feare, and yet we feare to swell. 

We doe not hope 'tis best — 'tis all, if well. [ExemU, 
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TO THE EEADER. 




AM an ill Or&tour; andj in iruth, use 
to indite more honesthj then eloquently^ 
for it is my cm tome to speake as I 
iMnk€j and write as I speake* 

In pluinenesse^ therefore^ understandj that in 
some things I ham wUlmgly erredj as in supposing 
a Duke of Gen&a, and in taking names different 
Jrom that citiies families: for wMch some may 
wittily accuse me; but my defence shall be as 
honest as many reproofes unto me have beene most 
malicious^ Since (J hartily protest) it was my care 
to write sofaiTefrom reasonable offrnice^ tMt even 
strangers, in whose state I laid my scene, should 
not from thence draw any disgrace to aivy, ^^^ ^ 



TO THE READER, 



limng. Yei^ in dispighi of my indevorSj I under- 
stand some have beene most urmdvisedly ove?'- 
cunning in mis-interpreting me^ and with snbtilitie 
{as deepe as hell) have malidously spread ill 
rumorSj whichj springing from themselves, might 
to themselves have heamly returned. Surely I 
desire to satisfie every Jirme spirit^ who in all his 
actions proposeth to himself e no more ends then 
God and vertue do, whose intentions are alwaies 
simple ; to such I protest, that with my free under- 
HtandiTig^ I have not glanced at disgrace of any^ 
but of those whose unquiet studies labor innovation, 
contempt of holypolicie, reverent comely miperioritie, 
and establisht unity : for the rest of my supposed 
tartnesse I feare not ; but unto every worthy minde 
it will be approved so generall and honest as may 
modestly passe with the freedorne of a satyre. 
I would faine leave the paper^ onely one thing 
afflicts me : to thinke thai scenes invented meereiy 
to be spoken^ should be inforcively published to be 
read, and that the least hurt I can receive is, to do 
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TO THE REkDER. 

my selfe the wrong. But since others otherwise 
would doe me more, the least inconvenience is to be 
accepted. I have my selfe, therefore, set forth this 
Comedie; but so that my inforced absence must 
much relye upon the Printers discretion: but I 
shall intreatCy slight errors in orthographic may 
bee as slightly over-passed; and that the unhan- 
some shape which this trifle in reading presents 
may be pardoned, for the pleasure it once afforded 
you when it was presented mth the souk of lively 
action. 

Sine aliqua dementia nullos PhoDbos. 

I.M. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONjE. 

Giovanni Altofbonto, disguised Malevole, sometime 

Duke of Genoa. 
PiETBO Iaoomo, Duke of Genoa. 
Mendozo, a Minion to the Dutchesse of Pietro lacomo. 
Cblso, a Friend to Altofront, 
BiLioso, an olde Cholerine Marshall. 
Pbefasso, a Gentleman Usher.. 
Febneze, a Tong Courtier^ and inamoured on the 

Dutchesse, 
Febbabdo, a Minion to Duke Pietro lacomo. 

GUEBBINO, ) 

AuBELiA, Dutches to Duke Pietro lacomo, 
Mabia, Dutches to Duke Altofront, 

_ ' \ Two Ladies attending the Dutchesse. 

Beancha, ) 

Maquebelle, an olde Pandresse. 

Pasabello, Foole to Bilioso, 
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MALCONTENT. 



INDUCTION. 

Enter W. Sly, a T^re-nianr following him wUk a stook, 

T^n. ^^^^CR, the geatlemeE will be angry if you 
sit heare. 

Sl^, Why? we may sit upOE the 
stage at the private house. Tkou 
doest not take me for a country gentleman, doest P doest 
thinke I feare liissing ? Ee holde my life thou took'et me 
for one of the plaiers. 

T^re. No, sir. 

%. By gods slid, if you had, I would haye given you 
but aiKp^iUce for your stoole. Let them that have stale 
suites sit in the galleriesj hisse at mee ; he that will be 
Laught out of a tavenae or an ordinarie, shall seldom feede 
well, or be dninke m good company, WTiere'a Harry 
Cundale, I), Burbidge, and W. Sly P let me speake with 
some of them. 

ISfTe. An ""t please you to go \u^ ^t, tsoklte^^ . 
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Sly, I tell you, no ; I am one that hath seene this play 
often, and can give them intellegenoe for their action: 
I have most of the jeasts heere in my table-booke. 

Elder Sinkclow. 

Sink, Save you, coose. 

%. O ooosin, come, you shall sit betweene my legges 
heare. 

Sink, No, indeede, coosin, the audience then will take 
me for a viol de gambo, and thinke that you play upon me. 

Shf, Nay, rather that I woi^ke upon you, coose. 

Sink, We staied for you at supper last night at my 
coosin Hony-moones, the woollen draper. After supper, 
we drew cuttes for a score of apricoks, the longest cut stil 
to draw an apricoke : by this light, 'twas Mistris Franke 
Hony-moones fortune still to have the longest cut : I did 
measure for the women. What be these, coose ? 

Enter D. Bubbidge, H. Cundj^le, I. Lewin. 

Sly, The plaiers, God save you. 

Bur, You are verie welcome. 

Sly, I pray you know this gentleman, my coosin ; 'tis 
Master Doomesdaies sonne, the usurer. 

Oun, I beseech you, sir, be ooverd. 

Sly, No, in good faith, for mine ease. Looke you, my 
hat 's the handle to this fanne. Grods so 1 what a beast 
was I, I did not leave my feather at home. Well, but He 
take an order with you. \_Put8 J^ feather in his pocket. 

Bur, Why do you conceale your feather, sirP 

Sly, Why ? do you thinke He have jeasts broken upon 
me in the play to be laught at ? This play hath beaten all 
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yotu: gaUants out of the featlieTs : Blacke-friars hatli almoBt 
spoild Bl^cke-friars for feathers* 

Sink. Gods so ! I thought 'twas for somewhat our gen- 
tlewomen at home counseld me to weare my feather to the 
play ; yet I am loth to gpoile it* 

E!^. Why^ cooae? 

Sink, Because I got it in the Tilt-yard; there was a 
harralde broke my pate for taking it up ; but I have worae 
it up and downe the Strand, and met him fortie times 
since, and yet hee dares not challenge it. 

Sltf. Do yon heare, n\Ty this play ia a "bitter play. 

Oun, Why, sir, tis neither satyre nor morall, but the 
meane passage of a historie ; yet there are a sort of dis- 
contented creatures that beare a stingelesse envie to great 
ones, and these will wrest the doings of any man to their 
base malitious appliment ; but should their interpretation 
oome to the teste, like your marmasite, they presently 
tume their teeth to their taile, and eate it. 

Sl^. I wiE not go so fane with you, but I say, any man 
that hath wit, may censure (if he sit in the tweke-penny 
roome) ; — and I say again the play is bitter. 

Bur, Sir J yon are like a patron, that presenting a poore 
schoHer to a benefice, injonyes him not to raile against 
any thing that atandes within compasse of his patrons follie. 
Why should not we injoy the antient freedome of poesie ? 
Shdl we protest to the latlies that their painting makes 
them angellsj or to my yong g^dlant that his expence in 
the brothell shall gaine Mm reputation ? No, sir ; such 
vices as stand not accountable to law, should be cured as 
mem healc tetters, by casting inke upon them. Would 
you be satisfied in any thing elae^ m ? 
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8l/if. I, marry, woud I. 
I would know how you came by this play P 

Cun, Faith, sir, the booke was lost ; and, because twas 
pittie so good a play should be lost, we found it, and 
play it. 

Sly, I wonder you would play it, another company 
haviijg interest in it ? 

Chm. Why not Malevole in folio with us, as leronimo 
in decimo sexto with them? They taught us a name for 
our play : wee call it " One for Aiwther." 

Slif, What are your additions ? 

Bui, Sooth, not greatly needefuU, only as your saUet to 
your greate feast — ^to entertaine a little more time, and to 
abridge the not received custome of musicke in our theater. 
I must leave you, sir. [ExU Burbidge. 

Sink, Doth he play the Malecontent ? 

Cun, Yes, sir. 

Sink, I durst lay foure of mine eares the play is not so 
well acted as it hath beene. 

Cun, O no, sir, nothing, ad Parminonis suem. 

Lew, Have you lost your earea« sir, that you are so 
prodigall of laying themP 

Sink, Why did you aske that, friend P 

Lew, Many, sir, because I have heard of a fellow 
would offer to lay a hundred-pound wager, that was not 
worth five bau>bees ; and in tnis kinde you might venter 
foure of your dbowes : yet God defende your coate should 
have so many. 

Sin^, Nay, truly, I am no great oensurer, and yet I 
might have beene one of the Colledge of Crittickes once : 
coosin heere hath an excellent memory indeede, sir. 
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Sly, Who, IP He tell yoa a strange thing of my selfe, 
and I can tell you, for one that never studied the art of 
memory, tis very strange too. 

Oun, Whats that, sir? 

Sly. Why, Be lay a hundred pound Be walke but once 
downe by the Gold-smiths Bow in Cheape, take notice o^ 
the signes, and tell you them with a breath instantly. 

Lew. lis yerie strange. 

Sly, They beginne as the world did, with Adam and 
Eve. 
Theres in all just five and fiftie. 
I do use to meditate much when T come to plaies too. 
What do you thinke might come into a mans head now, 
seeing all this company ? 

Cun, I know not, sir. 

Sly, I have an excellent thought. K some fiftie of the 
Grecians that were cramd in the horse belly, had eaten 
garlike, do you not thinke the Trojans might have smelt 
out their knavery ? 

Oun, Very likely. 

Sly, By God! I would he had; for I love Hector 
horribly. 

Sink, O but coose, coose ! Great Alexander, when he 
came to the toombe of Achilles, spake with a bigge lowde 
voice, " O thou thrice blessed and happy!" 

Sly. Alexander was an asse to speake so well of a filthy 
cullion. 

Lew, Good sir, will you leave the stage? Be helpe 
you to a private roome. 

Sly, Gome, coose, lets take some tobacco. Have you 
never a prologue P 

Lew, Not any, sir. 
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Sly. Let me see, I will make one extempore. 
Come to them, and fencing of a congey with armes and 



Be round with them. 

Gentlemen, I could wish, for the womens sakes, you had 
all soft cushins ; and gentlewomen, I could wish that for 
the mens sakes, you had all more easie standings. What 
would they wish more but the play now, and that they 
shall have instantly. 




ACTUS PRIMUS. 



SCBNA PEIMA, 

The vilest mt^of'tune Mudcke Bein^ heard. 

Bnter Biuoso and Pbefasso. 



-^i^- ^"iiSBHSf H Yj how now P are ye mad ? or dmnke? 
or both ? or what ? 
Pre. Are ye building Ealiilon there ? 
BiL Heere 's a Doiat; in court ! yoti 
tMuke you are in a taveme^ do you not P 

Pre, You thinke yon are in a hrothell-houae, da you 
not? This roome is ill-sented. \Enter one reitk a perfmne.'] 
So, perfume J perfume ; some upon me, T pray thee. Tho 
(hike is upon instant entrance ; so, make place there. 

SCEKA SECUNDA. 

JMey ike Buke PietrOj Feeeaedo, Count EquAXO, 
Count Cblso h^ore^ and Gueebino. 

Pk* Where breaths that mnsiqne ? 
BiL The discord, rather then the muaique, is heard 
from the Malecontent Malevoles chamber. 
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Fer. Mfllevole? 

MqI, [mi of kU ekamh^^] YaugJi, godinnaa, what dost 
tkou there ? Dukes Gtmimed Jimoes jealous of tby long 
stockings. Shadowe of a woman, what would st, weeseU ? 
— thou lambe a court, — what doost thou bleat for? — a 
you smooth-chind catamite 1 ^^ 

Fie. Come downe, thou ragged cur^ and snarle heere V^^ 
I give thj dogged suBcnnes free Ubertie : trot about, and 
be-spurUe whom thou pleasest. ^m 

MaL lie come among you, you gotish blooded toderers,^B 
as gum into taffata, to fret, to fret. lie fall like a spunge 
into water, to sucke up, to sucke up. ILowle againe. lle^^^ 
go to church, and come to you. ^| 

Fk. This ^Malevole is one of the most prodigious 
affections that ever eonverst with Nature; — a man, or 
rather a mouater I — more discontent then Lucifer, when 
he was thmst out of the presence. His appetite is unaa- 
tiable as the grave; as ferre from any content as from 
heaven i Ms highest delight is to procure others vexation ; 
and therein he thiukes he truly serves Heaven ; for ^tis his 
position, whosoever in this earth can bee contented, is a 
slave, and damned ; therefore do's he afflict al in that to 
which they are most affected : tV ekmentg struggle within 
him, — his own soule is at variance within her selfe, — his 
apeach is halter- worthy at all houres. I like him i faith, 
he gives good intelligence to my spirit ; makes mc under- 
stand those weakenesses which others flattery palliates- 
Harke I they sing \ 
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SCENA TERTIA. 
^«^ Malevole, after ike song. 

Pie, See! lie comes! Now shall you lieare tlie extreamitie 
of a Malecontent. He is as free as ayre ; lie blowes over 
every man. And, sir, whence come you now ? 

Mai. From the publike place of much dissimulation. 

Pie. What didst there? 

Mai. Talke with a usurer : take up at interest. 

Pie. I wonder what religion thou art of. 

Mai, Of a souldiers religion. 

Pie. And what doost thinke makes most infidells now ? 

Mai. Sects, sects ! I have scene seeming Pietie change 
her roabe so oft, that sure none but some arch-divell can 
shape her a petticote. 

Pie. ! a religious pollicie. 

Mai. But damnation on a politique religion. I am 
wearie. Would I were one of the dukes houndes now ! 

Pie. But what 's the common newes abroad, Malevole ? 
thou dogst rumor still? 

Mai. Common newes ? why common wordes are, God 
save yee! fare yee well! — common actions, flattery and 
cosenages — common things, women and cuckolds. And 
how do's my little Ferrard ? — a, yee lecherous animall, my 
little ferret : he goes sucking up and downe the pallace 
into every hens nest, like a weesell : and to what doost 
thou addict thy time to now, more then to those antique 
painted drabs that are still affected of yong courtiers — 
flattery, pride, and venery ? 

Fer. I studie languages : what doost thinke to be the 
"best linguist of our age ? 
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Mai, Phew ! the diyelll let him possesse thee: heele 
teach thee to speake all languages most readily and 
strangely; and great reason, maiy, hees trareld greatly in 
the world, and is eyery where. 

Fer. Saye ith court. 

Mai. I, saye 'ith court. [lb Bilioso.] And how do my 
olde muckhill overspread with fresh snow ? — ^thou halfe a 
man, halfe a goate, al a beast ! how do's thy yong wife, 
old huddle? 

BU. Out, you improvident rascall ! 

Mai. Doe kicke, thou hugely homd old dukes oxe, good 
Master Make-pleece. 

Fie. How doost thou live now a dales, Malevole ? 

Mai. Why, like the Knight S. Patrik Penlolians, with 
killing a spiders for my ladies mimkey. 

Fie. How doost spend the night? I heare thou hever 
sleep'st ? 

ifal. O, no; but dreame the most fantasticall. O 
Heaven ! O fiibbery, fubbery ! 

Fie. Dreame! what dreamst? 

Mai. Why, me thinkes I see that signior pawn his foot- 
cloth ; that metreza her plate ; this madam takes phisicke, 
that tother mounsieur may minister to her. Heere is a 
pander jeweld ; there is a fellow in shift of satten this day, 
that could not shift a shirt tother night; heere a Paris 
supports that Hellen ; there 's a lady Guinever beares up 
that Sir Lancelot. Dreames, dreames ! visions ! fantasies I 
chimeraes ; imaginations ! trickes ! conceites ! [To Pre- 
passo.] Sir Tristram Trimtram, come a-loft, jacke-a-napes, 
with a whim-wham ; heere 's a knight of the land of Catito 
shall play at trap with any page in Europe, — do the sword- 
dance with any morris-dancer in Christendome, — ^ride at 
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tlie ring till the finne of his eyes looke as blew as the 
welkin, — and runne the wilde-goose chase even with 
Pompey the huge I 

Pie, You runne — 

Mai, To the divell. Now, Signor Guerchino, that thou, 
from a most pittied prisoner, shouldst grow a most loathd 
flatterer! Alas, poore Celso! thy starr's opprest: thou 
art an honest lord ; tis pity. 

Equa, 1st pitty ? 

Mai, I, marry, ist, philosophical Equato ; and 'tis pitty 
that thou, being so excellent a scholler by art, shouldst be 
so ridiculous a foole by nature. I have a thing to tell 
you, duke : bid um avaunt 1 bid um avaunt ! 

Pie, Leave us ! leave us ! Now, sir, what ist ? 

{Exeunt ally samng Pietro and Malevole. 

Mai, Duke, thou art a beco, a cornuto. 

Pie, How? 

MaL Thou art a cuckold. 

Pie, Speake I unshale him quicke. 

Mai, With most tumbler-like nimblenes. 

Pie, Who ? — by whom P I burst with desire. 

Mai, Mendoza is the man. makes thee a homd beast; 
Duke, 'tis Mendoza comutes thee. 

Pie, What conformance ? — ^relate ! short, short ! 

Mai, As a lawyers beard, 
There is an old crone in the courts her name is MaguereUe; 
She is my mistris, sooth to say, and she doth ever tell me : 
Blirt a rime ; blirt a rime : Maquerelle is a cunning bawde ; 
I am an honest villaine : thy wife is a close drab, and thou 
art a notorious cuckold ! Farewell, duke. 

Pie, Stay! stay! 

Mai, Dull, dull duke, can lazy i^^^k^Tie^ Tfisb^^^sss^fo 
II. \-^ 
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revenge ? God ! for a woman to make a man that whicli 
God never created, never made 1 

Pie, What did God never make ? 

Mai. A cuckold. To bee made a thing that's hud- 
winkt with kindenesse, whilst every rascall philips his 
browes ; — to have a coxcombe, with egregious homes, pind 
to a lords b^ke,—- every page sporting himselfe with de- 
lightfull laughter, — whilst hee must be the last must know 
it ! Pistols and poniards ! — ^pistols and poniards ! 

Pie. Death and damnation ! 

Mai. Lightning and thunder 1 

Pie. Yengeance and torture I 

Mai. Catzo! 

Pie. revenge ! 

Mai. Nay, to select among ten thousand faires 
A lady farre inferior to the most, 
In faire proportion both of limbe and soule ; — 
To take her from austerer check of parents, — 
To make her his by most devoutfull rightes ; — 
Make her commandresse of a better essence 
Then is the gorgious world even of a man ! 
To hug her with as rais'd an appetite , 
As usurers do their delv'd up treasury 
(Thinking none tells it but his private selfe) ; 
To meete her spirit in a nimble kisse, 
Distilling panting ardor to her hart ; — 
True to her sheetes, nay, diets strong his blood, 
To give her height of Hymeneall sweetes ! 

Pie. OGod! 

Mai. Whilst she lispes, and gives him some court 



Made only to provoke, not satiate ; 
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And yet even then the thaw of her delight 

Flowes from lewde heate of apprehension, 

Onely from strange imaginations rankenes. 

That formes the adulterers presence in her sonle. 

And makes her thinke she dips the foule knaves loines ! 

Fie. Affliction to my bloods roote I 

Mah Nay, thinke, but thinke, what may proceede of this ? 
Adultery is often the mother of incest. 

Pie, Incest? 

Mai, Yes, incest. Marke, Mendoza of his wife begets 
perchance a daughter: Mendoza dies; his son marries 
this daughter. Say you? Nay, tis frequent, not onely 
probably, but no question often acted ; whilst ignorance, 
fearelesse ignorance, daspes his owne seede. 

Fie. Hydeous imagination 1 

Mai. Adultery P why, next to the sinne of symony, 'tis 
the most horride transgression under the cope of sal- 
tation ! 

Fie. Next to simony ? 

Mai. I, next to symony, in which our men, in next age, 
shall not sinne. 

Pie. Not sinne? Why? 

Mai. Because (thankes to some church-men) our age 
will leave them nothing to sinne with. But, adultery ! 
dulnes ! shue, should exemplary punishment, that in- 
temperate bloods may freeze but to thinke it. I would 
dam him and all his generation, my owne hands should do 
it. Ha ! I would not trust Heaven with my vengeance 
any thing. 

Fie. Any thing ! any thing ! Malevole, thou shalt see 
instantly what temper my spirit holdes. Farewell ! Ee- 
member I forget thee not. Farewelll \E!bvI'^Ss5«»- 
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Mai, Farewell I 
Leane thoughtfulnes, a sallow meditation, 
Sucke thy veines drie, — distemperance rob thy sleepe, — 
The heart* disquiet is revenge most deepe, 
Hh thai gets blood, the life of flesh hut spUles ; 
But he that hreakes hearts peace, the deare soule kills. 

Well, this disgcdse doth yet afford me that 
Which kings do seldome heare or great men use, — 
Free speach ; and though my stat 's usurpt. 
Yet this affected straine gives me a tongue 
As fetterlesse as is an emperours. • 
I may speake foolishly, I, knavishly, 
Alwaies carelesly, yet no one thinkes it fashion 
To poise my breath : — ** For he that laughs and strikes. 
Is lightly felt, or seldome strucke againe." 
Duke, He torment thee ! Now, my just revenge, 
From thee than crowne a richer jemme shall part : 
Beneath God naught 's so deare as a cahne heart. 



SCENA QUABTA. 
Enter C£LSO. 

Cel. My honor'd lord. 

Mai. Peace! speake low. Peace 1 OCelsoI constant lord, 
(Thou to whose faith I onely rest discovered 5 
Thou, one of full ten millions of men ; 
Thou lovest vertue onely for it selfe ; 
Thou, in whose hands old Ops may put her soule), 
Behold for ever banisht Altofront, 
This Genoas last yeares duke ! O, truly noble ! 
I wanted those old instruments of state^- 
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Dissemblance and suspect. I could not time it, Celso ; 
My throne stood like a point in middest of a circle. 
To all of equall neerenes, bore with none : 
Eaingd all alike, so slept in fearlesse vertue, 
Suspectlesse — ^too suspectlesse, till the croude 
(Still liquorous of untried novelties). 
Impatient with severer government. 
Made strong with Florence, banisht Altofiront. 

CeL Strong withFlorence! I, thence your mischiefe rose, 
For when the daughter of the Florentine 
Was matched once with his Pietro, now duke. 
No stratagem of state untried was left, till you of all 

Mai. Of all was quite bereft : 
Alas, Maria, too, dose prisoned ! — 
My true-faith'd dutchesse i' th citadell ! 

Cel. He still adhere; — ^lets mutiny and die ! 

Mai. no : dime not a falling towre, Celso ; 
lis well held ; desperation, — ^no zeale : 
Hopelesse to strive with fate (peace) ; temporize. 
Hope, hope, that never forsak'st the wretchedst man, 
Tet bids me live, and lurke in this disguise. . 
What I play I well the free-breath'd discontent ? 
Why, man, we are all philosophical monarkes or naturall 
fooles. Celso, the courts afiar ; the dutches sheetes will 
smoke for 't ere it be long. Impure Mendoza, that sharpe- 
nosde lord, that made the cursed match linkt Genoa 
with Florence, now brode homes the duke, which he now 
knowes. Discord to malecontents is very manna. When 
the rankes are burst, then scuffle, Altofront. 

Cel. I but durst. 

Mai. Tis gone, tis swallowed like a minerall ; 
Some way 't will worke, — phewt, T\e tlo\. ^mm^^ \ 
^^Hees resolute who can no lower siulce?* 
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B1LIO8O entring, Malevole ahifteth his speach. 

Mai, O the father of May-poles ! Did you never see 
a fellow whose whole strength consisted in his breath, 
respect in his office, religion on his lord, and love in him- 
selfe? Why then, behold ! 

£U, Sinior. 

Mai. My right worshipfull lord, — 
Your court night-cap makes you have a passing high fore- 
head. 

£il. I can tell you strange newes, but I am sure you 
know them already : — ^the duke speakes much good of you. 

Mai. Go to, then, and shall you and I now enter into a 
strict friendship ? 

Bil. Second one another? 

Mai. Yes. 

Bil. Do one another good offices P 

Mai. Just. What though I cal'd thee old oxe, egregious 
wittall, broken-bellied coward, rotten mummy ? Yet since 
I am in favor 

Bil. Words of course, tearmes of disport. His grace 
presents you by me a chaine, as his gratefull remem- 
brance for — I am ignorant for what; marry, yee may 
impart. Yet howsoever, come, deare friend : doost know 
my Sonne ? 

Mai. Your sonne ? 

£il. He shall eat wood-cocks, dance jigges, make pos- 
sets, and play at shuttle-cocke with any yong lord about 
the court : he has as sweete a lady too. Doost know her 
little bitch? 

Mai. Tis a dogge, man. 

Bil. Beleeve me, a shee bitch? tis a good creature ! 
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Thou shalt be her servant : HI make thee acquamted with 
niy yong wife too. What ! I keepe her not at court for 
nothing. Tis growne to supper time ; come to my table, 
that any thing I have standes open to thee. 

Mai. How smooth to him that is in state of grace — 

[To Cel.]— 
How servile is the ruggedst courtiers face ! 
What profit, nay, what nature would keepe downe, 
Are heav'd to them, are minions to a crowne. 
Envious ambition never sates his thirst, 
Till sucking all, he swells, and swells and burstes ! 

BU, I shall now leave you with my alwaies best wishes, 
onely let's hold betwixt us a firme correspondence, a mu- 
tuall-frendly-reciprocall-kinde of steddie-unanimous-hartily 



Mai. Did your sinniorship ne're see a pigeon house 
that was smooth, round, and white without, and fiill of 
holes and stinke within^— ha ye not, old courtier ? 

Bit, O yes ; tis the forme, the fashion of them all. 

Mai. Adile, my true court-friend ; farewell, my deare 
Castilio ! 

Cel. Tonders Mendoza. \_Exit Bilioso. 

Mai. True, the privie key. [BescrieB Mendoza. 

Cel. I take my leave, sweete lord. [Exit Celso. 

Mai. Tis fit, away. 

SCENA QUINTA. 

Enter Mendoza, with three orfoure Sutera. 

Men. Leave your suites with me, I can and will : attend 
my secretary ; leave me. 



216 THE MALCONTENT. [act i. 

Mai. Mendoza,harke yee, harke yee. Youareatreaeh^ 
rous villaine, God bwy yee. 

Men, Out, you base-borne rascall ! 

Mai, We are a]l the sonnes of Heaven, though a tripe 
wife were our mother. A, you whore-sonne hot rainde, he 
marmoset — Egistus — didst ever heare of one Egistus ? 

Men, Gistus? 

Mai, I, Egistus; he was a filthy incontinent fleak- 
monger, such a one as thou art. 

Men. Out, grumbling rogue ! 

Mai, Orestes, beware Orestes. 

Men, Out, beggar 1 

Mai, I once shall rise. 

Men, Thou rise ? 

Mai, I, at the resurrection. 
" No vulgar seede, but once may rise, and shall ; 
No king so huge, but fore he die, may fall." [ExU, 

Men, Now, good Elizium, what a delicious heaven is it 
for a man to be in a princes favour ! O sweete God ! O 
pleasure ! O fortune ! O all thou best of life ! what should 
I thinke? what say? what do ? to be a favorite ? a minion ? 
to have a generall timerous respect; observe a man, a 
statefull silence in his presence, soHtarinesse in his absence, 
a confused hum and busie murmure of obsequious suters 
training him; the cloth held up and way proclaimed 
before him : petitionary vassalls licking the pavement with 
their slavish knees, whilst some odde pallace lampreel's 
that ingender with snakes, and are full of eyes on both 
sides, with a kinde of insinuated humblenesse, fixe all their 
delightes upon his brow. O blessed state, what a ravish- 
ing prospect doth the Olympus of favour yeeld ! Death, 
I comute the duke I Sweete women, most sweete ladies^ 
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nay, angells ! by Heaven he is more accursed then a divell 
tliat hates you, or is hated by you, and happier then a 
god that loves you, or is beloved by you ! you preservers 
of mankinde, life blood of society, who would live, nay, 
who can live without you P paradice, how majesticall 
is your austerer presence I how imperiously chaste is your 
more modest face ! but O ! how full of ravishing attrac- 
tion is your prettie, petulant, languishing, laciviously- 
composed countenance 1 those amorous smiles, those souler 
warming sparkling glances, ardent as those flames that 
sing*dthe world by heedelesse Phaeton — in body how de- 
licate, in soule how wittie, in discourse how pregnant, in 
life how warie, in favours how juditious, in day how 
sociable, and in night, how ! — O pleasure unutterable ! 
Indeede it is most certaine, one man cannot deserve onely 
to injoy a beautious woman : but a dutchesse ! — in despight 
of Phoebus, lie write a sonnet instantly in praise of her. 

[EM. 

SCENA SEXTA. 

Enter Ferneze, mhering Aurelia, Emtllia and Ma- 

QUERELLE hearing up her traine, Beangha attend- 

ing : all go out hut Aurelia, Maquerelle, and 

Perneze. 

Aur, And ist possible ? Mendoza slight me — possible ? 

Fer. Possible? What can be strange in him that's 
dxunkc with favor, growes insolent with grace ? Speake, 
Maquerelle, speake. 

Maq, To speake feelingly, more, more richly in sollide 
sence then worthlesse wordes, give me those jeweUs of 
your eares to receive my inforced dutie, as for my part tis 
well [Pemeze privately feedea Mac\v\stfe\k^ TioftdA m\.\^ 



\ 
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Jewells during this speech] knowne I can put any thing, 
can beare patiently with any man. But when I heard he 
wronged your pretioua sweetenes, I was inforeed to take 
deepe offence. Tis most certaine he loves Emilia vnHk 
high appetite ; and as she told me (as you know we wo- 
men impart our secrets one to another), when she repulsed 
his suite, in that hee was possessed with your indeered 
grace, Mendoza most ingratefully renounced all faith to 
you. 

Fer, Nay, cal'd you — speake, Maquerelle, speake ! 

Maq, By Heaven, witch 1 dride bisque ! and contested 
blushlesly, he lov'd you but for a spurt, or so. 

Fer, For maintenance — 

Maq. Advancement and regard. 

Jur. O villaine ! impudent Mendoza ! 

Maq, Nay, he is the rustiest jade, the fowlest mouthd 
knave in railing against our sex: he will raile against 
women. 

Aur, How? how? 

Maq, I am asham'd to speak 't, I 

Aur, I love to hate him ; speake. 

Maq, Why, when Emilia scorned his base unsteddines, 
the blacke-throated rascall scoulded, and sayde 

Aur. What? 

Maq. Troth 'tis too shamelesse. 

Aur. What said hee ? 

Maq. Why, that at foure women were fooles, at foure- 
teene drabbes, at fortie baudes, at fourescore witches, and 
a hundred, cattes. 

Aur, O unlimitable impudencie 1 

Fer. But as for poore Eemezes fixed heart, 
Was never shadelesse meadow drier parcht 



8C. VI.] THE MALCONTENT. 219 

Under tlie scortching heate of heavens dog, 
Then is my heart with your inforcing eyes. 

Maq, A hote simile. 

Eer, Your smiles have been my heaven ; your frownes 
my hell; 
O pittie then : grace should with beautie dwell ! 

Maq, Reasonable perfect, bir-lady. 

Aur, I will love thee, be it but in despight 
Of that Mendoza : witch 1 Femeze, witch ! 
Femeze, thou art the dutches favorite ; 
Be faithfuU, private, but tis dangerous. 

Eer, " His love is livelesse, that for love feares breath. 
The worst that's due to sinne, O would 'twere death." 

Aur. Enjoy my favour ; I will be sicke instantly and 
take phisick ; therefore in deapth of night, visite. 

Maq, Yisite her chamber, but conditionally ; you shall 
not offend her bed. By this diamond — 

Eer, By this diamond. [Gives it to Maquerelle. 

Maq, Nor tarry longer than you please : by this ruby — 

Eer, By this ruby. [Oivea againe, 

Maq, And that the doore shall not creake — 

Eisr, And that the doore shall not creake. 

MaJ,, Nay, but sweare — 

Eer, By this purse. [Gitfes her his purse. 

Maq, Go to. He keepe your oathes for you ; remember, 
visit. 

Enter Mendoza reading a sonnet, 

Aur, Dri'd bisquet ! looke where the base wretch comes. 
Men, Beauties life, heavens modell, loves queene I 
Maq, That 's his Emilia. 
Men, Natures triumph, best on eait\i\ 
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Maq» Meaning Emilia. 

Men, Thou onely wonder that the world hath seene ! 

Maq. That's -Emilia. 

Aur, Must I then hear her praisde, Mendoza ? 

Men, Madam, your excellency is graciously incountred; 

I have been writing passionate flashes in honor of 

[Exit Femeze. 

Aur, Out, villaine, villaine I judgement, where have 
beene my eyes ? what bewitched election made me dote (m 
thee ? what sorcery made me love thee ? But be gone, 
bury thy head ! O that I could do more then loathe theel 
hence, worst of iU ! No reason aske ; our reason is oui 
will. [Exit with MaquereOe. 

Men, Women ? nay, furies, nay, worse ; for they tor- 
ment onely the bad, — ^but women, good and bad. Damna- 
tion of manldnde : breath, hast thou praisde them for 
this? And ist you, Femeze, are wrigled into smocke 
grace ? Sit sure. O that I could raile against these mon- 
sters in nature, modells of hell, curse of the earth ; women 
that dare attempt any thing, and what they attempt, they 
care not how they accomplish ; without all premeditation 
or prevention, rash in asking, desperate in working, im- 
patient in suffering, extreame in desiring, slaves unto 
appetite, mistresses in dissembling; only constant in on- 
oonstancie, onely perfect in counterfaiting : their wordes 
are fained, their eyes forged, their sights dissembled, their 
lookes counterfait, their haire false, their given hopes de^ 
ceitfiill, their very breath artificiall. Their blood is their 
onely god : bad clothes and old age are onely the divells 
they tremble at. That I could raile now ! 
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SCENA SEPTIMA. 
Enter Pietro, his sword drawne. 

Fie, A miscliiefe fill thy throate, thou fowle-jaw'd slave t 
Say thy praiers. 

Men, I ha forgot um. 

Pie, Thou shdt die. 

Men. So shalt thou. I am heart mad. 

Pie, I am home mad. 

Men, Extreame mad. 

Pie, Monstrously mad. 

Men. Why? 

Pie. Why ? thou, thou hast dishonoured my bed I 

Men. I ? Come, come, sit ; heeres may bare heart to 
thee, 
As steddy as is this centre to the glorious world. 
And yet, harke, thou art a comuto; but by me? 

Pie, Yes, slave, by thee. 

Men. Do not, do not with tart and spleenefull breath. 
Loose him can loose thee. I offend my duke ! 
Beare record, ye dumbe and raw-ayrde nights. 
How vigilant my sleepelesse eyes have been 
To watch the traitour ! Eecord, thou spirit of truth. 
With what debasement I ha throwne my selfe 
To under offices, onely to leame 
The truth, the party, time, the meanes, the place. 
By whom, and when, and where thou wert disgrac'd I 
And am I paid with slave ? hath my intrusion 
To places private and prohibited, 
Onely to observe the closer passages — 
Heaven knowes with vowes of revelation — 
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Made me suspected, made me deemd a villame ? 
What rogue hath wronged us ? 

Pie, Mendoza, I may erre. 

Men. Erre ? tis too mild a name ; but erre and erre ; 
Bonne giddy with suspect ; for through me thou know 
That which most creatures save thy selfe do know ; 
Nay, since my service hath so loath' d reject, 
Pore He reveale, shalt finde them clipt together ! 

Pie, Mendoza, thou know'st I am a plaine-breasted 
man. 

Men, The fitter to make a cuckolde : would your 
browes were most plaine too ! 

Pie. Tell me ; indeed I heard thee raile 

Men, At women, true ; why, what cold fleame could 
choose. 
Knowing a lord so honest, vertuous. 
So boundlesse loving, bounteous, faire-shapt, sweats. 
To be contemn'd, abusde, defamde, made cuckolde ! 
Hart, I hate all women for't ; sweete sheetes, waxe lightes, 
antique bed-postes, cambricke smocks, viUanous curtaines, 
arras pictures, oylde hinges, and all the tongue-tide las- 
civious witnes9es of great creatures wantonnesse. What 
salvation can you expect ? 

Pie. Wilt thou teU me? 

Men, Why, you may find it your selfe; observe, observe ! 

Pie. I ha not the patience ; wUt thou deserve me — ^tell, 
give it ? 

Men. Tak't ; why, Femeze is the man — ^Femeze ; He 
proov't; this night you shall take him in your sheetes. 
Wilt serve ? 

Pie. It will ; my bozom 's in dome peace, till night 

Men. What? 
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Pie, Farewell. 

Men, God ! how weake a lord are you ! 
Why do you thinke there is no more but so ? 

Fie, Why? 

Men, Nay, then, will I presume to counsel! you, 
It should be thus : — You with some guard upon the sud- 

daine 
Breake into the princes chamber ; I stay behinde 
Without the doore, through which he needs must passe ; 
Femeze flies -, let him ; to me he comes, hee's kild 
By me ; observe, by me ; you follow, I raile. 
And seeme to save the bodie. Dutches comes, 
On whom (respecting her advanced birth 
And your faire nature) I know, nay, I do know, 
No violence must be used. She comes, I storme, 
I praise, excuse Femeze, and still maintaine 
The dutches honor ; she for this loves me : 
I honour you, shall know her soule, — you mine. 
Then naught shall she contrive in vengeance 
(As women are most thoughtfull in revenge) 
Of her Femeze ; but you shall sooner know't 
Then she can think't. 

Thus shall his death come sure ; 

Your dutches braine-caught, so your life secure. 

Pie, It is too well ; my bozome, and my heart, 
" When nothing helps, cut off the rotten part.*' \ExiL 

Men, " Who cannot faine friendship, can nere produce 
the effects of hatred." Honest foole duke, subtile lascivi- 
ous dutches, seely novice Femeze ! I do laugh at yee ; my 
braine is in labour till it produce ndschiefe, and I feele 
sudden throws, proofes sensible, the issue is at hand. 
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** As beares shape yong, so lie fonne my devise. 
Which growne, prooves horride: vengeance makes nm 
wise," 

Enter Malevole and Passabello. 

Mai. F oole, most happily incountred; canst sing^foole? 

Pas. Yes, I can sing, foole, if youle beare the burden; 
and I can play upon instruments — scurvily, as gentlemen 
do. O that I had been gelded, I should then have beene 
a fatte foole for a chamber, a squeaking foole for a tavenie, 
and a private foole for all the ladies ! 

Mai. You are in good case since you came to court, 
foole ; what, garded, garded 1 

Pas. Yes, faith, even as footemen and bawdes weare 
velvet, not for an ornament of honour, but for a badge of 
drudgery : for now the duke is discontented, I am faine to 
foole him asleepe every night. 

MaU What are his griefes P 

Pas. He hath sore eies. 

Mai. I never observed so much. 

Pas. Horrible sore eyes; and so hath every cockold, 
for the rootes of the homes spring in the eye-balles, 
and thats the reason the home of a cuckolde is as tender 
as his eie ; or as that growing in the womans forehead 
twelve yeeres since, that could not endure to be toucht. 
The duke hangs down his head like a Columbine. 

Mai. Passarello, why doe great men begge fooles ? 

Pas. As the Welchman stole mshes, when there was 
nothing else to filch — onely to keepe begging in fashion. 

Mai. Pue ! thou givest no good reason ; 
Thou speakest like a foole. 

Pas. Faith, I utter small fragments as your knight 
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courtes your Citty widow with sometliiiig of his guilt : 
some advauncing Ids high colored beard and taking tobacco. 
This is all the mirrour of their knightly complements. 
Nay, I shall talke when my toong is a going once ; ti3 
like a citizen on horseback, evermore in a false gallop. 

MaL And how dooth Maquerelle fare nowadayes P 

Fas, Faith, I was wont to salute her as our English 
women are at their first landing in Flushing. I would 
call her whoote ; but now that antiquitie leaves her as an 
old peece of plasticke t' work by, I onely aske hir how 
her rotten teeth fare every morning, and so leave her : she 
was the first that ever invented perfumd smocks for the 
gentlewomen, and woollen shoes for feare of creaking, for 
the visitant. She were an excellent lady, but that hir face 
peeleth like MuscOvie glass, 

Mai, And how dooth thy olde l(»d that hath wit enough 
to be a flatterer, and conscience enough to be a knave ? 

Fas, O excellent ! he keepes, beside toe, fifteen jeasters, 
to instruct him in the art (rf fooling, and utters their jeastes 
in private to the duke and dutchesse ; hele be like to your 
Switzer, or lawyer : heele be of any side for most mony. 

Mdl, I am in haste — ^be briefe ! 

Faa, As your fidler when he is payd. Heele thrive, 
I warrant you ; while your youg courtier stands like Good- 
Friday in lent, men long to see it, because more fatting 
dayes come after it; else hees the leanest and pittifalst 
actor in the whole pageant 1 Adew, Malevole ! 

Mah world most vile ! when thy loose vanities. 
Taught by this foole, do make the fooles seeme wise I 

Fas, Youle know me again, Malevole ? 

MaL 0, I, by that velvet. 

11. \^ 
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Pa9. I, as a petti-fogger by his buckram bagge ; I am 
as oommon in the court as an hostesses lippes in the 
countrey ; knights, and clownes, and knaves, and all share 
mee ! The court, cannot possibly be without mee. Adue, 
Malevole ! 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS. 




SCENA PEIMA. 

Enter Mendoza toith a sconce, to observe Fernezes en^ 
trance, who, whilest the Act is flaying, enter un- 
braced two Pages before him with lights, is met by 
Maquebelle, and convayed in. The Pages are sent 
away. 

Men, i^i^^^EES caught I the wood-cockes head is ith 
noose, 
Now treads Femeze in dangerous path of 
lust, 

Swearing his sence is meerely deified. 
The foole graspes clouds, and shall beget Centaures ; 
And now in strength of panting fjEdnt delight, 
The goate bids heaven envie him. Good goose, 
I can affoorde thee nothing but the poore comfort of cala- 
mity, pitty. 
*' Lust 's like the plummets hanging on docke lines, 
Wil nere ha done til all is quite undone." 
Such is the course salt sallow lust dooth runne. 
Which thou shalt trie. He be revengdel Duke, thy 

suspect, 
Dutchess, thy disgrace— Femeze, thy rivallship — 
Shall have swift vengeance 1 Nothing so holy. 
No band of nature so strong, 
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No law of friendship so sacred, 

But De profane, burst, violate, 

Fore He indure disgrace, contempt, and povertie ! 

Shall I, whose very humme strooke all heads bare— 

Whose face made silence, creaking of whose shooe 

Forcde the most private passages flie ope — 

Scrape like a servile dogge at some latcht doore ? 

Leame now to make a leg, and cry. Beseech yee-^ 

Prayyee, is such a lord within? — be awde 

At some odde ushers scofft formalitie P 

First scare my braines — Unde cadia non quo refert- — 

My heart cries, Perish all ! How, how P " What fate 

Can once avoyde revenge thats desperate?" 

He to the duke. If all should ope — if— tush ! 

"Fortune still dotes on those who cannot blush.'* 

SCENA SECUNDA. 

Enter Maleyole at one doore; Beangha, Emilia, tmd 
Maquebelle at the other doore, 

Mai. Blesse yee, cast a ladies 1 Ha, Dipsas, how doost 
thou, olde Cole ? 

Maq. Olde Cole P 

Mai. I, olde Cole I Mee thinkes thou liest like a brand 
under billets of greene wood. Hee that will inflame a 
yong wenches hart, let him lay dose to her I An old cole 
that hath first bin fired, a pandresse, my half-burnt lint, 
who though thou canst not flame thy selfe, yet arte able 
to set a thousand virgins tapers afire ; and how dooth 
Janivere thy husband, my little periwincle? Is hee 
troubled with the cough of the lungs stilP Docs he 
hawke a night's still P He wUl not bite I 
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Bea. No, by my troth ! I tooke him with his mouth 
emptie of olde teeth. 

Mai, And hee tooke thee with thy belly full of yoong 
bones ! Marie, he tooke his maime by the stroke of his 
enemy ! 

Bea, And I mine by the stroke of my friend. 

Mai, The close stocke I 0, mortall wench ! Lady, ha 
ye now no restoratives for your decaied Jasons P Looke 
yee, crabs, guts bak'd, distild oxe-pith, the pulverized 
haires of a lions upper lip, gellie of cocke-sparrowes, he 
monkies marrow, or powlder of foxe-stones. And whither 
are you ambling now ? 

Bea, To bed, to bed. 

Mai, Doe your husbands lie with yee P 

Bea, That were country fashion, yfaith. 

M(d, Ha yee no foregoers about you? Come, whither 
in good deed law now ? 

Bea, In good indeed law now, to eat the most miracu- 
lously, admirably, astonishable composd posset with three 
curds, without anie drinke. Wil yee helpe me with a hee 
foxe ? Heeres the duke ! [The Ladies goe out. 

Mai, Fride frogs are very good, and French-like, too. 

[lb Beancha. 

SCENA TERTIA. 

Enter Duke Pietbo, Count C£LS0, Count Equato, 
BiLioso, Febbabd, and Mendoza. 

Fie, The nighte growes deepe and fowle ; what houre 
istP 

Cel, Upon the stroake of twelve. 
Mai, Save yee, duke ! 
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Pie, From thee P Begone, I doe not love tKee ; let mee 
see thee no more ! We are displeased 1 

Mai. Why, God be with thee 1 Heaven heare my curse, 
May thy wife and thee live long together I 

Pie. Be gone, sirra 1 

Mai. " When Arthur first in court beganne"— Agamem- 
non, Menelaus — was ever any duke a comuto P 

Pie. Be gone hence 1 

Mai. What religion wilt thou be of next ? 

Men. Out with him ! 

Mai. With most servile patience, time will come, 
When wonder of thy error will strike dumbe 
Thy bezeld sence. Slaves I favour, I, mary, shall he rise ! 
" God G6d 1 how subtile hell dooth flatter vice. 
Mounts him aloft, and makes him seeme to flie. 
As foule the tortois mockt, who to the side 
Th* ambitious shell-fish raisde. Th' end of all 
Is onely that from height he might dead fall." 

Bil. Why, when ? Out, yee rogue I Be gone, ye 
rascal 1 

Mai. I shall now leave yee with all my best wishes. 

Bil. Out, ye curre I 

Mai. Onely lets hold together a firme correspondence ! 

Bil Out! 

Mai. A mutual, friendly, reciprocall, perpetuall kind of 
steddie unanimous, heartily leagued 

Bil. Hence, yee grosse jaw'd pesantly ! Out ! — go ! 

Mai. Adue, pigeon-house I thou burre that onely 
stickest to nappy fortunes — ^the sarpego, the strangury, an 
etemall, uneffectual priapisme seise thee ! 

Bil. Out, rogue ! 

Mai. Maiest thou be a notorious wittaUy pander to 
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tMne owEe wife, and yet get no ofi6.ce, bat live to be the 
utmost miserie of mankind, a beggarly cuckold. [i^t^, 

Fie. It sliall be ao. 

Mm, it roust be ao, for where great states revenge, 
" Tis requisite the partes with pietie 
And lost respect forbearea ; be closely dogd. 
Lay one into his breast, shall sleep e with him, 
Feede in the same dish, nume in selfe faction, 
WTio may discover any shape of danger ; 
Pot once digracde, displayed in offence. 
It makes man bluahlesse, and man is (aB confesse) 
More prone to vengeance than to gratefulnesse* 
Favours are writ in dust, but stripes we fcele ; 
Bepraved nature stamps in lasting Steele*" 

Fie, You shall be leagued with the dutchcs&e I 

Equ, The plot is very good* 

Mm. You shall both kill, and seeme the oourse to save. 

^er, A most line braine tricke \ 

CeL Of a most cunning knave I [raeif^. 

Fk* My iordes, the heavy action we intend 
Is death and shame, two of the ugliest shapes 
That can ponfound a soule. Thinke, tlnnke of it ! 
I strike, but yet Mke him that gainst stone waUes 
Directs his shafts, rebounds in his owne face : 
My ladies shame is mine — O God 1 tis mine \ 
Therefore I doe conjure all secrecie. 
Let it be as very Little as nmy be — pray yee, aa may be. 
Make frightlesse eixtraucc, salute her with soft eyes^ 
Staine nought with blood — onely Femeze dies. 
But not before her browes. O, gentlemen, 
God knowea I love her ; nothing else but this, 
1 am not well. If griefe, that sucks \t\\k^ tea^ 
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Bivels tKe skinne, casts ashes in mens faces, 
Be-dulls the eyes, unstrengfhens all the blood. 
Chance to remoove me to another world. 
As snre I once mnst die. Let him sncceede — 
I have no childe ; all that my youth begot 
Hath bin your loves, which shall inherite me ; 
Which, as it ever shall, I doe conjure it. 
Mendoza may succeede — hee 's noble borne — 
With me of much desert. 

Cel. Much 1 \Taci&. 

Fie, Your silence answers ; I — 
I thanke you — come on now ! that I might die 
Before her shame *s displayed I Would I were forcde 
To bume my fathers tombe, unheale his bones, 
And dash them in the durt, rather than this — 
This both the living and the dead offends : 
" Sharpe surgery where nought but death amends." 

[Exit, with the others, 

SCENA QUARTA. 

Enter Maquebelle, Emilia, and Beancha with the 
posset. 

Maq, Even heere it is. Three curdes in three regions 
individually distinct. Most methodicall according to art , 
composed without any drink. 
JBea, Without any drinke P 
Maq. Upon my honour ; will you sit and eate P 
Emit, Good ; the composure — the receit — ^how ist P 
Maq, Tis a prettie pearle ; by this pearle (how doost 
with me?) thus it is: seaven-and-thirtie yelkes of Barbarie 
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lienrtes egges ; eighteene spooneMlea and a halfe of tlie 
juyce of cockesparrow bones ; one ounce, three drammesj 
fonre scruplea and one quarter of the airrop of Ethiopian 
dates ; sweetned with three quErtera of a pound of pure 
candide Indian eringoSj strewed over with the powder of 
pearle of Americaa amber of Cataia, and Jambe atones of 
Muacovia. 

Bm* Tmst me tlie ingredients are very cordiaU, and 
no question good, and most powerfull in reatauration, 

Maq, I know not what you meane by restaiiration, 
but this it doth, it purifieth the blood, amootheth the 
skinne, inlifeneth tlie eye, strengthneth the vciiies, mun- 
defieth the teeth, comfort'eth the stomacke, fortifieth the 
backe, an4 quickneth the wit ; thats all- 

EmiL By my troth I have eaten but two spoonefuUa, 
and me thinkea I could discourse moat swiftly and wittily 
alrcadie, 

Maq, Have you the art to aceme honest ? 

Bm. I thanke, advise and practise* 

Muq. Why then eate me of tbia posset, quicken your 
blood, and preserre your beauty. Do you know Doctor 
Plaster-face ? By this eurde, hee is the most exquisite in 
forging of veines, sprightning of eyca, dying of haire, 
aleeking of skinnes, blnshing of cheekea, surphleing of 
breastes, blanching and bleaching of teeth, that ever made 
an old lady gracious by torch-Ugbt — by this eurd law. 

Bea. We, we are resolved] what God \m given us weel 
cherish, 

Maq, Cherish any thing saving your husband; keepe 
him not too high, lest he leape the pale : but for your 
beautie, let it be your saint ; bequeath two homes to it 
every morning in your closets I ha beens "^ow^^ lasA ^'^ 
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in my conscience I am not above five-and-twentie ; b&t 
beleeve me, preserve and use your beauiie ; for youtli and 
beautie once gone, we are like bee-hives without hony : 
out-a-fashion aparell that no man will weare; therefore use 
me your beautie. 

EmU. I, but men say 

Maq, Men say ? let men say what they wil ; life a 
woman ! they are ignorant of your wants ; the more in 
yeares, the more in perfection they grow : if they loose 
youth and beauty, they gaine wisedome and discretion. 
But when our beautie fades, goodnight with us : there 
cannot be an uglier thing to see then an olde woman; 
from which, pruning, pinching, and painting, deliver 
alle sweete beauties ! 

Bea, Harke, musicke. 

Maq, Peace ! tis in the dutches bed-chamber. Good 
rest, most prosperously grac'd ladies. 

Emil. Good night, centinell. 

Bea, Night, deere Maquerelle. [Exeunt all hut Maq. 

Maq, May my possets operation send you my wit and 
honesty, and me your youth and beauty : the pleasingst 
rest. [Exit I4aq. 



SCENA QUINTA. 

A Song. — Whilst the song is singing, enter Mendoza, with 
his sword drawne, standing readie to murder Febneze 
as he flies from the Dutches chamber. 

All, Strike, strike ! 

Aur, Save my Femeze ! 0, save my Femeze I 
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Enter Ferneze in his shirty and is received upon 
Mendozas sword. 

All, Follow, pursue ! 

Aur, O, save Ferneze ! 

Men, Pierce, pierce ! thou shallow foole, drop there ! * 
" He that attempts a princes lawlesse love. 
Must have broade hands, dose heart, with Argos eyes. 
And backe of Hercules, or else he dies." 

[Thrustes his rapier into Ferneze. 

Enter Aueelia, Duke Pietro, Ferrard, Bilioso, 
Celso, and Equato. 

All. Follow, Mow 1 

Men. Stand oflf, forbeare ! yee most uncivill lords I 

Pie. Strike I 

Men. Do not ; tempt not a man resolved ! 
Would you, inhumane murtherers, more than death ? 

Aur, poore Ferneze ! 

Men, Alas, now all defence too late ! 

Aur. Hee 's dead I 

Pie, I am sory for our shame : go to your bed : 
Weepe not too much, but leave some teares to shed 
When I am dead. 

Aur. What! weepe for thee I My soule no teares shall 
finde. 

Pie. Alas, Alas ! that women's soules are blinde I 

Men, Betray such beautie, murther such youth, con- 
temne civilitie. He loves him not that railes not at him. 

Pie. Thou canst not moove us : we have blood ynough. 
And please you, lady, we have quite forgot 
All your defects : if not, why then 
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Aur, Not. 

Pie. Not ? The best of rest ; good night. 

[Ex. Pietro with other eaurtien, 

Aur. Despight go with thee ! 

Men. Madam, you ha done me foule disgrace. 
You have wrongd him much, loves you too much. 
Go to ; your soule knowes you have. 

Aur. I thinke I have. 

Men. Do you but thinke so ? 

Aur. Nay, sure I have; my eyes have witnessed thy love; 
Thou hast stoode too firme for me. 

Men. Why, tell mee, faire-cheekt lady, who even in teaies 
Art powerfully beauteous, what unadvised passion 
Strooke ye into such a violent heate against me ? 
Speake; what mischiefe wrongd usP what divell injur'd us f 
Speake ! 

Aur. That thing nere worthy of the name of man, 
Femeze, Temeze swore Ihou lovs't Emilia, 
Which to advance with most reproachfull breath. 
Thou both didst blemish and denounce my love. 

Men. Ignoble villaine ! did I for this bestride 
Thy wounded limbes ? — ^for this ? O God ! for this ! 
Sunke all my hopes, and with my hopes my life, 
Eipt bare my throte unto the hangmans axe. 

Thou most dishonour'd trunke Emillia ! 

By life I know her not Emillia ! 

Did you beleeve him ? 

Aur. Pardon me, I did. 

Men. Did you ? and thereupon you graced him P 

Aur. I did. 

Men. Tooke him to favour, nay, even dasp'd with him f 

Aur. Alas, I did I 
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Mm. This night? 

Aur. This night. 

Men. And in your lustfiill twines the duke tooke you ? 

Aur. A most sad truth. 

Men. O God ! O God I how we dull honest soules, 
Heavie brainde men, are swallowed in the bogs 
Of a deceitfull ground, whilest nimble bloods, 
Light joynted spirits spent, cut good mens throates. 
And scape ! Alas, I am too honest for this age, 
Too full of fleame and heavie steddinesse ; 
Stood still wliilst this slave cast a noose about me ; 
Nay, then to stand in honour of him and her. 
Who have even slic'd my heart I 

Aur. Come, I did erre, and am most sorry I did erre. 

Men. Why, we are both but dead ; the duke hates us. 
" And those whom princes do once groundly hate, 
Let them provide to die as sure as fate ; 
Prevention is the heart of pollicie." 

Aur. Shall we murder him? 

Men. Instantly. 

Aur. Instantly. Before he castes a plot. 
Or further blaze my honours much knowne blot, 
Let 's murther him ! 

Men. I would do much for you ; will yee marry me ? 

Aur. He make thee duke ; we are of Medices. 
Rorence our Mend, in court my faction 
Not meanely strengthfull ; the duke then dead. 
We well preparde for change, the multitude 
Irresolutely reeling, we inforce ; 
Our partie seconded, the kingdom mazde. 
No doubt of swift successe all shall be grac'd. 

Men, You do consume me; we are resobite. 



?88 THE MALCONTENT. [act n. 

To-morrow looke for change ; rest confident. 

Tis now about the immodest waste of night. 

The mother of moist dew with pallide light 

Spreads gloomie shades about the nummed ear^k. 

Sleepe, sleepe, whilst we contrive our mischiefes birth : 

This man De get inhumde. Farewell, to bed ; 

I kisse the pillow, dreame the duke is dead. {Exit Anr. 

So, so ; good night. How fortune dotes on impudence ! 

I am in private the adopted sonne of yon good prince ; 

I must be duke I Why, if I must, I must. 

Most seely lord, name me. O Heaven ! 

I see God made honest fooles to maintaine crafty knaves! 

The dutchesse is wholy mine, too ; must kill her Imsbaiid 

To quit her shame ; much : then marry her ! I, 

O I grow prowd in prosperous treachery ! 

" As wrastlers clip, so ile embrace you all ; 

Not to support, but to procure your fall." 

Enter Maleyole. 

MaL God arrest thee I 

Men. At whose suite ? 

Mai, At the divels! Ah, you treacherous damnaUe 
monster I 
How doost ? how doost, thou treacherous roague ? 
Ah, yee rascall ! I am banisht the court, sirra ! 

Men, Prethee lets be acquainted ; I doe love thee, fEuth. 

Mai, At your service, by the Lord, law ! Shall 's goe to 
supper? Let 's be once drunke together, and so unite a most 
vertuously strengthened Mendship. Shall 's Hugorwt?— 
shall's 

Men. Wilt fall upon my chamber to-morrowc mome ? 
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Mai. As a raven to a dunghill. They say theyes one 
dead heere, prickt for the pride of the flesh. 

Men, Femeze. There he is ; prethee bury him. 

Mai, O, most willingly : I mean to tume pure Eochel 
churchman; I 

Men, Thou churchman ! Why ? why ? 

Mai, Because He live lazily, raile upon authoritie, deny 
kings supremacy in things indifferent, and be a pope in 
mine owne parish. 

Men, Wherefore doost thou thinke churches were made? 

Mai, To scowre plow-shares. I have scene oxen plow 
uppe altares : Et nunc aegea ubi SionfuU, 

Men, Strange I 

Mai. Nay, monstrous, I ha seen a sumptuous steeple 
tumd to a stincking privie; more beastly, the si^credst 
place made a dogges kennell; nay, most inhumane — the 
stoned coffins of long flead Christians burst up, and made 
hogs-troughs I — Hie finis Friami, Shall I ha some sacke 
and cheese at thy chamber ? Good night, good mischiev- 
ous incarnate divel ! good night, Mendoza. Ah, you in- 
humane villaine ! good night, night fiib. 

Men, Good night. To-morrow mome. 

[Exit Mendoza. 

Mai, I, I will come, friendly damnation, I will come ! 
I doe descry crosse-poynts; honesty and court-ship straddle 
as farre asunder as a true Frenchman's legges. 

Fer, 01 

Mai. Proclamations, — ^more proclamations ! 

Fer. O, a surgeon ! 

Mai, Heark! lust cries for a surgeon! What news 
from limbo ? How dooth the grand cuckolde, Lucifer ? 
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Fer, O helpe, helpe I oonoeale and save mee I 

[Femeze ttirrei, and Malevole kelpes kirn ^ au 
convokes him atoay. 

Mai. Thy shame more than thy wounds do grieve id£ 
farre. 
" Thy womids but leave upon thy flesh some skarre ; 
But fame ne're heales, still ranckles worse and worse, 
Such is of uncontrolled lust, the curse ! 
Thinke what it is in lawlesse sheetes to lie : 
But O, Femeze, what in lust to die ! 
Then thou that shame respects, O flie converse 
With womens eies and lisping wantonnesse ! 
Sticke candles gainst a virgine walles white backe. 
If they not bume, yet at the least thei 'le blacke !" 
Gome, ile convey thee to a private port. 
Where thou shalt live (O happy man!) from court. 
The beautie of the day beginnes to rise. 
From whose bright forme nights heavy shadow flies ; 
Now ginnes dose plots to worke, the sceane growes fbOi 
And craves his eies who hath a solide skull. [Exeud 
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SCENA PRIMA. 

Enter Pieteo the Duke, Mendoza, Count Equato, 
and BiLioso. 

I*ie* ^^^Sll S growne \o youth of day. How shall we 
waste this light ? 
My heart's more heavy than a tyrant's 
crowne. 
Shall we goe hunt P Prepare for field ! [Exit Equato. 

Men, Would yee could be merry ! 

Pk, Would God I could I Mendoza, bid um haste. 

[Exit Mendoza. 
I would faine shift place. O vaine reliefe ! 
" Sad soules may well change place, but not change griefe!" 
As dcCTe being strucke flie thorow many soiles. 
Yet still the shaft stickes fast, so 

BiL A good olde simile, my honest lord. 

Pie. I am not unlike to some sicke man. 
That long desired hurtfull drinke : at last 
SwiUes in and drinkes his last, ending at once 
Both life and thirst I O would I nere had knowne 
My dwne dishonour 1 Good God, that men should 
Desire to search out that, which, being found, killes all 
Their joy of life ! to taste the tree of knowledge. 
And then be driven out of Paradice ! 
Canst give me some comfort P 

n. ^.^ 
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BU, My lord, I have some bookes which have been de- 
dicated to my honor, and I nere read um, and yet tiiej 
had verie fine names : Pkisicke far Fortune ; Lozi$ige» of 
Sanctified Sinceritie : veiy pretty workes of curates, sdri« 
veners, and schoole-maisters ! Mary, I remember one 
Seneca — Lucius Anneus Seneca. 

Pie, Out upon him ! he writ of temperance and forti- 
tude, yet lived like a voluptuous epicure, and died like an 
effeminate coward ! Haste thee to Florence : heere, take 
our letters — see um sealed : away 1 Eeport in private to 
the honored duke, his daughters forced disgrace : teE him 
at length — 

We know, too much due complements advance ; 
" Theres nought thats safe and sweete but ignorance." 

[^^Doka 

Enter Biuoso and Bianca. 

Bil, Madam, I am going embassador for Florence; 
twill be great charges to me. 

Bia, No matter, my lord ; you have the lease of two 
manors come out next Christmasse; you may lay your 
tenants on the greater racke for it. ^d when you come 
home agaiQ, Be teach you how you shall get two hundred 
poundes a yeere by your teeth 1 

Bel, How, madam ? 

Bia, Cut off 80 much from house-keeping ; that whidi 
is saved by the teeth, you know is got by the teeth. 

Bil. Fore God ! and so J may. I am in wondrous 
credite, lady. 

Bia, See the use of flatteiy ; I did ever counsell yon to 
flatter greatnes, and you have profited welL Any man 
that will do so shal be sure to be like your Scotch baznade : 
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now a blocke, instantly a worme, and presently a great 
goose ! This it is to rot and putrifie in tlie bosome of 
greatness ! 

BU, Thou art ever my politician. O how happy ii 
that olde lord that hath a politician to his yong lady ! 
lie have fiftie gentlemen shall attend upon mee ; mary, the 
most of them shal be farmers sonnes, because they shall 
beare their own charges; and they shall goe appareld 
thus: — In sea-water greene sutes, ash-color cloakes,wetchet 
stockings, and popinjay greene feathers ! Will not the 
colors doe excellent ? 

Bia, Out upont ! theile looke like dttizens riding to 
their Mends at Whitsontide ; their apparell just so many 
severall parishes ! 

BiL lie have it so ; and Passarello, my foole, shall goe 
along with me : mary, he shall be in velvet. 

Bia, A foole in velvet ! 

BU, I : tis common for your foole to weare sattin ; ile 
have mine in velvet. 

Bia, What will you weare then, my lord P 

Bil. Velvet too ; mary, it shall be embroidered, because 
ile differ from the foole somewhat. I am horribly troubled 
with the gowt ; nothing grieves me but that my doctor 
hath forbidden me wine, and you know your ambassador 
must drinke. Didst thou aske thy doctor what was good 
for the gowt ? 

Bia, Yes. Hee saide, ease, wine, and women were good 
for it ! 

BU, Nay, thou hast such a witte : what was good to 
cure it, said hee I 

Bia, Why, the racke I Al your empericks could never 
do the like cure upon the gowt the racke did in En^land^ 
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or your Scotcli boote. The French Herlakeene will instrud 
you. 

BiL Surely I doe wonder how thou, having for ik 
most part of thy life time been a countrey body, shouldesi 
have so good a wit ! 

Bia, Who, I P Why, I have beene a courtier thrise twc 
moneths. 

BiL So have I this twentie yeare ; and yet there was i 
gentleman usher cald me cocks-coombe tother day, and t( 
my face, too. Wast not a backe-biting rascall P I woulc 
T were better travaild, that I might have beene better ac 
quainted with the fashions of severall country-men ; bu 
my secretary — I thinke he hath sufficiently instructec 
me. 

Bia. How, my lord ? 

BiL Mary, my good lord, quoth hee, your lordshi] 
shall ever finde amongst a hundred Frenchmen, fortie ho 
shottes ; amongst a hundred Spaniardes, threescore bra 
garts ; amongst a hundred Dutchmen, fourescore drunk 
ardes ; amongst a hundred Englishmen, fourscore and tei 
madmen ; and amongst an hundred Welchmen 

Bia. What, my lord P 

^iL Fourescore and nineteene gentlemen. 

Bia, But, since you go about a sad imbasie, I wouli 
have you go in blacke, my lord. 

BiL Why, doost thinke I cannot moume, unlesse 
weare my hat in dpers like an aldermans heire ? That ' 
vile, very olde, in faith. 

Bia. lie leame of you shortly. O, wee should have i 
fine gallant of you I Should not I instruct you P Hqw wil 
you beare yourselfe when you come into the Duke of Ho 
rence court P 
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Bil, Prowde ynough, and 'twill do well ynougt. As 
I walke up and downe the chamber, He spit frownes about 
me, have a strong perfume in my jerkin, let my beard 
grow to make me looke terrible, salute no man beneath 
the fourth button, and 'twill do excellent. 

Bia, But there is a very beautifull lady there — how 
will you entertaine her ? 

Bil, He tell you that when the lady hath entertainde 
me. But to satisfie thee, heere comes the foole. Foole, 
thou shalt stand for the faire lady. 

Enter Passakello. 

Fas. Your foole will stand for your lady most willingly 
and most uprightly. 

Bil. He salute her in Latine. 

Pas, 0, your foole can understand no Latine I 

Bil, I, but your lady can. 

Pas. "Why, then, if your lady take downe your foole, 
your foole will stand no longer for your lady. 

Bil. A pestilent foole I Fore God ! I thinke the world 
be tumde upside downe, too. 

Pas, O, no, sir ; for then your lady, and all the ladies 
in the paUace, should go with their heeles upward ; and 
that were a strange sight, you know. 

Bil. There be many will repine at my preferment. 

Pas. O I, like the en vie of an elder sister that hath her 
yonger made a lady before her. 

Bil. The duke is wondrous discontented. 

Pas. I, and more melancholike then a usurer having all 
his mony out at the death of a prince. 

Bil. Didst thou see Madam Moria to-day ? 

Pas. Yes, I found her repairing hex i^c^i \.qAwj • 'X>siR. 
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red upon the white shewed as if her cheekes should have 
beene served in for two dishes of barbaries in stewed 
broth, and the flesh to them a woodcocke. \Exii. 

BiL A bitter fowle ! Come, madam, this night thon 
shalt injoy me freely, and to-morrow for Florence. 

Pas, What a naturall foole is hee that would be a paiie 
of bodies to a womans petticote, to bee trusst and pointed 
to them. Wei, lie dog my lord, and the word is proper; 
for when I fawne upon him hee feedes me ; when I snap 
him by the fingers, hee spittes in my mouth. If a dogges 
death were not strangling, I had rather bee one then a 
serving-man; for the corruption of coine is either the 
generation of a usurer, or a lowsie beggar. 

SCENA SECUNDA. 

Enter Malevole in some freeze gowne, tohUsl Biliobo 
reades his patent, 

Mai, I cannot sleepe — my eyes ill neighbouring lids 
Will holde no fellowship. O thou pale, sober night — 
Thou that in sluggish fiunes all sence dost steepe — 
Thou that gives all the world full leave to play — 
Unbendst the feebled veines of sweatie labour ; 
The galley-slave, that, aU the toilesome day 
Tugges at his oare against the stubbome wave. 
Straining his rugged veines, snores fast ; 
The stooping sithe-man that doth barbe the field. 
Thou makest winke sure. In night, all creatures sleepe ; 
Onely the Malecontent, that gainst his fate 
Repines and quarrells ; alas ! hee's Goodman Tell-clocke; 
His sallow jaw-bones sinke with wasting mone ; 
Whilst others beds are downe, his pillowes stone. 
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Bit. Malevolel 

Mai. Elder of laraell 1 thou honest defect of wicked 
nature and obstinate ignorance, when did thy wife let thee 
lie with hei ? \Tq Bilioso. 

BiL I am going ambassadour to Piorence, 

Mul. AmhassadoiiT I Xow^ for thy countries honour, 
pTeethee do not put up mutton and porridge in thy doke- 
hagge. Thy yong lady wife goes to Florence with the« 
tooj dooeg she not? 

BiL No, I leave her at the palkoe* 

MaL At the pallace ? ^ow diBcretion eheehle man { 
for Goda love lets ha no more cuckolds ! Hymen be- 
ginnea to put off Ma saffron robe. Keepe thy wife i' the 
state of grace \ Hart a truth ! I would sooner leave my 
kdie singled in a hordello then in the G^iioa pallace* 
Sinne there appearing in her sluttish shape, 
Would aoone grow loathsomOj even to blushes aence ; 
Surfet would cloke intemperate appetite, 
Make the soul scent the rotten breath of lust* 
When in an Itahan iascivious pallace, a lady, gardianlesse, 
Left to the push of all allurement 
The strongest incitements to immodestie. 
To have her bound, incensed with wanton sweetes^ 
Her Tcines lild hie with heating delicatea — 
Soft rest, aweete musicke, amorous masquerers, lascivious 
bnnquets — ainne it aelfe gilt o'er ; strong phautasie tricking 
up atrange delightes, presenting it dressed pleasingly to 
scnoe; sence leading it unto the soule, conBrmed witii 
potent example, impudent eustome, inticed by that great 
bawde, Opportunitie. Thus being pi-eparde, clap to her 
eaaie eare, youth in good clothes, well shapt^ rich, faire- 
spoken, promising-noble, ardent blood-fidl^ mtUe^ feit.- 
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tering — Ulissea absent. O Ithacan! chastest Penelope, 
hold out! 

BiL Masse, He think on't ; farewell. \Exit Bilioso. 

MaL Parewell — take thy wife with thee — farewell ! 
T Florence ! — ^Um ! it may proove good — it may — 
And we may once nnmaske our browes. 

SCENA TERTIA. 
Enter Count Celso. 
Cel, Mj honourde lord - 



MaL Celso, peace; howist? Speakelow — pale-feares 
suspect that hedges, walles, and trees have eares ! Speake, 
how runnes aU ? 

Cel, I faith, my lord, that beast with many heads. 
The staggering multitude, recoiles apace. 
Though thorow great mens envie, most mens malice. 
Their much intemperate heate hath banisht you ; 
Yet now they find envie and mallice neere 
Produce fainte reformation. 
The duke — ^the too soft duke lies as a blocke, 
Por which two tugging factions seeme to sawe. 
But still the yron through the ribbes they draw. 

Mai, I tell thee, Celso, I have ever found 
Thy breast most farre from shifting cowardice 
And fearfall basenesse ; therefore He tell thee, Celso, 
I finde the winde beginncs to come about ; 
He shift my suit of fortune. I know the Florentine, whose 

onely force. 
By marrying his prowde daughter to this prince, 
Both banisht me and made this weake lord duke. 
Will now forsake them all — ^be sure hee will. 
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He lie in ambush for conveniencie. 
Upon their severance to confirme my selfe. 

Cel, Is Temeze interred ? 

MaL Of that at leisure. He lives! 

Cel. But how standes Mendoza — how ist with him ? 

Mai. Faith, like a paire of snuffers — snibbes filth in 
other men, and retaines it in it selfe. 

Cel. He doo's flie from publike notice, me thinkes, as a 
hare do's from houndes — the feete whereon he flies betraies 
him. 

Mai. I can tracke him, Celso ; 
O my disguise fooles him most powerfully! 
For that I seeme a desperate Malecontent, 
He faine would daspe with me ; he is the true slave 
That wiU put on the most affected grace 
For some wilde second cause. 

Enter Mendoza. 

Cel. Hee 's heere. 

Mai. Give place. 
Hlo, ho, ho, ho 1 arte there, olde true penny ? [Exit Cdso. 
Where hast thou spent thy selfe this morning? I see 
flattery in thine eies, and damnation in thy soule. Ha, 
thou huge rascalll 

Men. Thou art very merry. 

Mai. As & schoHe—futuetis ffratis. Howdooththe divell 
goe with the now ? 

Men. Malevole, thou art an arrant knave. 

Mai. Who, I ? I have beene a sergeant man. 

Men. Thou art very poore. 

Mai. As Job, an alcumist, or a poet. 

Men. The duke hates thee. 
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Mai, As Trishmen doe bum-crackes. 

Men. Thou hast lost his amitie. 

MaL As pleasing as maids loose their virginitie. 

Men, Would thou wert of a lusty spirit, wold thoa 
wert noble I 

Mai, Why, sure my bloud gives me I am noble, sure I 
am of noble kinde ; for I finde my selfe possessed with all 
their qualities ; love dogs, dice, and drabs, scome witte 
in stuffe clothes ; have beat my shoemaker, knockt n^ 
semsters, cuckold my potecary, and undone my tayler. 
Noble, why not P since the Stoicke saide, Neminem aeruun 
non ex regiim, neminem regem non ex seruis esse oriundum, 
only busie fortune towses, and the provident chances 
blends them together. He give you a similie. Did you ere 
see a wel with two buckets ? Whilst one comes up ful to 
be emptied, another goes downe empty to be filled. Such is 
the state of all humanitie. Why, looke you, I may be the 
son of some duke ; for beleeve me, intemperate lascivious 
bastardy makes nobilitie doubtfuU. I have a lusty daring 
heart, Mendoza. 

Men, Let 's graspe. I doe like thee infinitely ; wilt inaci 
one thing for me P 

Mai, Shall I get by it P [Gives him kis purse* 

Gommaund me ; I am thy slave, beyond death and hell. 

Men, Murther the duke. 

MaL My hearts wish, my soules desire, my fantasies 
dreame. 
My blouds longing, the onely height of my hopes I How, 
O Grod, how — O how my united spirites throng together ! 
So strengthen my resolve. 

Men, The duke is now a hunting. 

Mai, Excellent, admirable, as the divell would have it ! 
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Lend me, lend me, rapier, pistoll, crossebow ; so, so, ile 
doe it. 

Mm, Then we agree ? 

Mai, As Lent and fishmongers. Come a, cape-a-pe, how 
in form ? 

Men, Know that this weake-braind duke, who only 
stands on Florence stilts, hath out of wittlesse zeale made 
me his heire, and secretly confirmed the wreathe to mee 
after his lifes full poynt. 

Mai, Upon what merite ? 

Men, Merite I by Heaven, I horne him, onely Femezaes 
death gave me states life : but we are politique ; hee must 
not live now. 

Mai, No reason, mary : but how must he die now P 

Men, My utmost project is to murder the duke, that I 
might have his state, because he makes me his heire ; to 
banishe the duchesse, that I might be rid of a cunning 
Lacedemonian, because I know Florence will forsake hqr ; 
and then to marry Maria, the banished Duke Altofronts 
wife, that her friends might strengthen me and my faction. 
This is all lawe. 

Mai, Do you love Maria ? 

Men. Faith, no great affection, but as wise men do love 
great women — ^to innoble their bloud and augment their 
revenew. To accomplish this now, thus now. The duke is 
in the forest next the sea ; single him, kill him, hurle him 
in the maine, and proclaime thou sawest woolves eate him ! 

Mai, Um, not so good : mee thinkes when he is slaine, 
to get some hipocrite, some daungerous wretch thats 
muffled, or with fained holines, to sweare he heard the 
duke on some stiepe cliffe lament his wife's dishonour, 
and, in an agony of his hearts torture, hurled hia ^QWiMiL^ 
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sides into the swolne sea. This drcumstance wel made, 

sounds probable. And hereupon the dutches 

Men, May well be banished. O unpeerable invention- 
rare ! Thou god of pollice, it honies me. 

Mai, Then feare not for the wife of Altofront ; ile dose 
to her. 

Men, Thou shalt, thou shalt ; our exeellencie is pleased! 
Why wert not thou an emperour ? When we are duke, ile 
make thee some great man, sure. 

MaL Nay, make me some rich knave, and ile make mj 
selfe some great man. 

Men, In thee be all my spirit; retaine tenne soules; 
unite thy virtual! powers ; resolve. Ha, remember greatnes ! 
heart, farewell. 

Enter Celso. 
" The fate of all my hopes in thee doth dwell." 

Mai, Celzo, didst heare ? O Heaven ! didst heare ? 
Such divelish mischiefe, sufferest thou the world 
Carowse damnation even with greedie swallow. 
And still doost winke, still duz thy vengeance slumber I 
" If now thy browes are cleare, when will they thunder?" 

[Exit 

SCENA QUARTA. 

Enter Pietro, Ferrard, Prepasso, and three Fagea, 

Fer, The dogges are at a fault. [Comets like Jiornes, 
Fie, Would God nothing but the dogges were at it I 
Let the deere pursue safely, the dogs follow the game, and 
doe you follow the dogges ; as for me, tis unfit one beast 
should hunt another ; I ha one chaseth me. And 't please 
you, I would be ridde of you a Httle. 
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Fer, Would your griefe would as soone leave you as we 
to quietnesse ! [Exeunt, 

Fie. I thanke you, boy; what doost thou dreame of 
now? 

Fage, Of a drie summer, my lord ; for heere 's a hote 
worlde towardes. But, my lord, I had a strange dreame 
last night. 

Fie, What strange dreame ? 

Foffe, Why, me thought I pleased you with singing, 
and then I dreamt you gave me that short sword. 

Fie, Prettily begd: hold thee, ile proove thy dreame 
true; tak't. 

Foffe, My duetie. But still I dreamt on, my lord; 
and me thought, and 't shall please your excellencie, you 
would needs, out of your royall bounty, give me that 
Jewell in your hat. 

Fie. O, thou didst but dreame, boy ; do not beleeve it ; 
dreames proove not alwayes true ; they may hold in a short 
sword, but not in a Jewell. But now, sir, you dreamt you 
had pleased mee with singing, make that true, as I have 
made the other. 

Faffe, Faith, my lord, I did but dreame ; and dreames 
you say proove not alwayes true : they may hold in a good 
sword, but not in a good song. The trueth is, I ha lost 
my voyce. 
. Fie, Lost thy voyce, how ? 

Foffe, With dreaming, faith ! But heere 's a couple of 
syrenicall rascals shall inchaunt yee : what shall they sing, 
my good lorde ? 

Fie, Sing of the nature of women, and then the song 
shall be surely fiill of varietie; olde crochets and most 
sweete closes; it shall be humorous, grave, fantastike^ 
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amorous, melancoly, sprightly, one in all, and all iii 
one. 

Fage, All in one ? 

Pie, Birlady, too many. Sing ; my speech growes col- 
pable of unthrifty idlenesse. Sing. 

SCENA QUINTA. 

SONO. 

Enter Maleyole, with crossebow andpistoU. 

A, so, 80, sing ; I am heavie, walke off ! I shall talke in my 
sleep ; walke off I [Exeuni Paget, 

Mai. Briefe, briefe ; who ? the duke ? good Heaven that 
fooles should stumble upon greatnesse I Do not sleepe, 
duke; give yee good morrow : you must be briefe, duke; 
T am fee'd to murther thee ; start not. Mendoza, Mendoza 
hired mee ; heere 's his gold, his pistoll, crossebow, and 
sword ; tis all as firme as earth. O foole, foole I choakt 
with the common maze of easie ideots — credulitie ; make 
him thine heire ! what, thy swome murtherer ! 

Pie. O, can it be ? 

Mai. Can? 

Fie. Discovered he not Femeze ? 

Mai. Tes; but why? but why? for love to thee? 
Much, much to be revenged upon his rivall, who had 
thrust his jawes awrie; who being slaine, supposed by 
thine owne handes, defended by his sword, made thee 
most loathsome, him most gratious, with thy loose prin- 
cesse; thou, closely yeelding egresse and regresse to her, 
madest him heire, whose bote unquiet lust strait towzde 
thy sheetes, and now would seize thy state. Politician, 
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wise man ; death ! to be led to the stake like a bull by the 
homes, to make even kindnesse cntte a gentle throate ! 
Life, why art thou nummed ? thou foggie dulnesse, speake ! 
Lives not more faith in a home-thrusting tongue, than in 
these fencing tip- tap courtiers ? 

Enter Celso, with a hermites gowne and heard, 

CeL Lord, Malevole, if this be true ? 

Mai. If? Come, shade thee with this disguise. If? 
Thou shalt handle it ; he shall thanke thee for killing thy 
selfe. Come, follow my directions," and thou shalt see 
strange sleights. 

Fie. World, whither wilt thou? 

MaL Why, to the divell! Come, the morne growes 
late, 
'* A stedie quickenes is the soule of state." [Exeunt. 



^ ^ ^ 
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ACTUS QUARTUS. 

SCENA PRIMA. 
Enter Maquabelle, knocking at the ladies doore. 

•[EDAM, medam, are you stirring, 
medam ? if you be stirring, medam— 

if I thought I should disturbe yee 

Fage. My lady is up, forsooth. 
Maq, A pretty boy, faith; how old art thou? 
Faffe. I think fourteene. 

Maq. Nay, and yee bee in the teenes : are yee a gentle- 
man borne? Do you know me? my neme is Medam 
Maquerelle, I lie in the old cunny court. See, heere the 
ladies. 

Enter Bbamcha and Emilia. 

Bea, A faire day to yee, MaquareUe. 
' Emit, Is the dutches up yet, centinell? 

Maq, O, ladies, the most abhominable mischance ! 
deare, ladies, the most piteous disaster ! Femeze was taken 
last night in the dutches chamber. Alas I the duke catcht 
him and kild him. 

£ea. Was he found in bed ? 

Maq. O no, but the villanous oertaintie is, the doore 
was not bolted, the tongue-tied hatch held his peace : so 
the naked troth is, he was found in his shirt, whilst I, like 
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an arrand beast, lay in tlie outward chamber, heard 
nothing, and yet they came by mee in the dark, and yet I 
felt them not, like a sencelesse creature as I was I 0, 
beauties! looke to your buske pointes, if not chastely, yet 
charily ; be sure the doore bee bolted. Is your lord gone 
to Florence ? 

Bea, Yes, Maquarelle. 

Maq. I hope youle finde the discretion to purchase a 
fresh gowne for Ids retume. Now, by my troth, beauties, 
I would ha ye once wise ! He loves ye, pish I he is wittie, 
buble! faire proportioned, meawl nobly borne, winde ! 
Let this be still your fixt position : esteeme ine, every man 
according to his good gifts, and so ye shall ever remaine 
most deare, and most worthie to bee most deare ladies. 

EmL Is the duke retumd from hunting yet ? 

Maq, They say not yet. 

Bea. Tis now in midst of day. 

Emi, -How beares the dutches with this blemish now ? 

McLq, Faith 1 bold, strongly defies defame, as one that 
has a duke to her father. And theres a note to you : be 
sure of a stowt friend in a comer, that way alwaies awe 
your husband. Marke the havior of the dutches now. 
she dares defame, cries, Duke, do what thou canst, ile 
quite mine honour : nay, as one confirmed in her owne 
vertue against ten thousand mouthes that mutter her 
disgrace, shee 's presently for dances 1 

Enter Febbab]). 

Bea. For dances 1 
Maq, Most true. 

Emi, Most strange : see, heere 's my servant yon^ 
II. Y\ 
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Ferrard. How many servants thinkst thou I have, 
Maquerelle ? 

Maq, The more, the merrier : t'was well said, use your 
servants as you do your smockes; have many, use one, 
and change often ; for thats most sweete and court-like. 

Fer. Save ye, faire ladies! is the duke returned P 

Bea, Sweete sir! no voice of him as yet in court. 

Fer, Tis very strange. 

Bea, And how like you my servant, Maquerelle ? 

Maq. I thinke he could hardely draw Ulisses bow. 
But, by my fidelitie! were his nose narrower, his eyes 
broader, his hands thinner, his lippes thicker, his legges 
bigger, his feete lesser, his haire blacker, and his teeth 
whiter, he were a toUerable sweete youth, yfaith ! And he 
will come to my chamber I will reade him the fortune of 
his beard. [ComeU sounds. 

Fer. Not yet retumd I feare ; but 
The dutches approcheth. 

Enter Mendoza supporting the Duchesse, Guebino. The 
Ladies that are on the stage rise. Febbakd ushers 
in the Dutches, and then takes a Lady to treade a 
measure. 

SCENA SECUNDA. 

Aur. We will dance, musicke, we will dance. 

Gue. Les quanta (ladie) penses bien, passa regis, or Bean- 
chaes brawle. 

Aur. We have forgot the brawle. 

Fer. So soone ? — 'tis wonder. 

Gue. Why, 'tis but two singles on the left, two on the 
right, three doubles forward, a traverse of six round : do 
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this twice, tliree singles side, galliard tricke of twentie, 
curranto pace; a figure of eight, three singles broken 
downe, come up, meete two doubles, fall backe, find then 
honour. 

Aur, O Dedalus! thy maze — I have quite forgot it. 

Maq, Trust me, so have I, saving the falling backe, and 
then honour. 

Enter Fbepasso. 

Aur, Musicke, musicke ! 

Pre. Who saw the duke? — ^the duke? 

Enter Equato. 

Aur. Musicke ! 

Pre. The duke, is the duke returned ? 

Aur. Musicke I 

Enter Celso. 

Cel, The duke is either invisible, or else is not. 

Aur, Wee are not pleased with your intrusion uppon 
our private retirement : wee are not pleased : you have 
forgot your selves. 

Enter a Page, 

Cel, Boy, thy master — where 's the duke ? 

Pag, Alas! I left him burying the earth with his 
spread joylesse limbes : he tolde me he vras heavie, would 
sleepe; bid mee walke off, for that the strength of fJEintasie 
oft made him talke in his dreames. I straight obeied, nor 
ever saw him since ; but, where so e're he is, hee 's sad. 

Aur, Musicke, sound high, as is our heart, sound high ! 
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SCENA TERTIA. 
EiUer Maleyole, and Fietbo disguised Uke an hemUte. 

Mai. The duke, peace! — ^the duke is dead 1 

Aw. Musickel 

Mai. Is*t musicke P 

Men. Give proofe. 

ler. How? 

Cel. Where? 

Pre. When? 

Mai. Best in peace, as the duke duz, quietly sit ; for 
my owne part, I beheld him but dead — ^thats all. Mary, 
heere 's one can give you a more particular ac($ount of him. 

Men. Speake, holy father ; nor let any browe within 
this presence fright thee from the truth ; speake confi- 
dently and freely. 

Aur. We attend. 

Pie. Nov, had the mounting sunnes al-ripening wings 
Swept the cold sweat of night from earths danke breast, 
When I (whom men call Hermite of the Bocke) 
Forsooke my cell, and clamberd up a diffe 
Against whose base the headie Neptune dasht 
His high-curlde browes ; there 'twas I easde my Hmbes, 
When loe! my entrailes melted with the moane 

Some one, who farre bove me was dimbde, did make 

I shall offend. 

Men. Not. 

Aur, On. 

Pie. Me thinks I heare him yet. " O, female faith ! 
Go, sow the ingratefull sand, and love a woman. 
And do I live to be the skoffe of men — 
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To be the wittall cuckold, even to hugge iny poison ! 

Thou knowest, O, truth ! 

Sooner hard Steele will melt with southeme winde, 

A seamans whistle calme the ocean, 

A towne on fire be extinct with teares, 

Then women vow'd to blushlesse impudence. 

With sweete behaviour and soft minioning. 

Will turae from that where appetite is fixt. 

O, powerfull blood! how thou doost slave their soule ! 

I washt an Ethiope, who, for recompence, 

Sullyde my name. And must I then be forc'd 

To walke, to live thus blacke ? Must, must, fie 1 

He that can beare with must, he cannot die." 

With that he sigh'd too passionately deepe, 

That the dull ayre even groan'd ; at last he cries, 

" Sinke shame in seas, sinke deepe enough 1" so dies. 

For then I viewd his body fall and sowse 

Into the fomie maine. O, then I saw 

That which me thinks I see ! It was the duke. 

Whom straight the nicer stomackt sea 

Belcht up. But then 

Mai, Then came I in ; but, las! all was too late, 
For even straight he sunke. 

Fk, Such was the dukes sad fate. 

Cel, A better fortune to our Duke Mendoza. 

Omnes. Mendoza! [Comets floriah. 

Enter a Guard, 

Men. A guard, a guard I — We full of heartie teares 
For our good fathers losse — 
For so we well may call him 
Who did beseech your loves for our succession — 
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Cannot so lightly over-jumpe his death, 

As leave his woes reyengelesse. Woman of shame, 

\To AureUa. 
We banish thee for ever to the place , 

From whence this good man comes, 
Nor permit on death unto the body any ornament, 
But base as was thy life, depart away 1 

Aur, Vngratefull 

Mm, Away! 

Aur, Vilhdne, heare me. 

[Prepasso and Guerino lead atoay the Dutches. 

Men, Be gone ! My lords, addresse to publike 
counsell, 
'Tis most fit, 

** The traine of fortune is borne up by^ wit." 
Away ! — our presence shall be sudden ; haste ! 

[All depart saving Mendoza, Malevole, and Pietro. 

Mai, Now, you egregious divell! ha, ye murthering 
polititianl how doost — Duke? how doost looke now? 
Brave duke, yfaith. 

Men. How did you kill him ? 

Mai, Slated his braines out, then sowst him in the 
brinie sea. 

Men, Braind him, and drownd him too ? 

Mai. O 't was best— sure worke; 
" For he that strikes a great man, let him strike home, or 
else ware, hee'le prove no man: shoulder not a huge 
fellow, unlesse you may be sure to lay him in the ken- 
nell." 

Men. A most sound braine-pan. 
He make you both emperours. 

Mai, Make us Christiaus, make us Christians \ 



sc. III.] THE MALCONTENT. 263 

Men, He hoist ye ; ye shall mount. 

Mai, To the gallowes, say ye? Come — Pramium 
incertum petit certum scelus. How standes the progresse ? 

Men* Heere, take my ring unto the citadell. 
Have entrance to Maria, the grave Dutches 
Of banisht Altofront. Tell her we love her. 
Omit no circumstance to grace our person. Doo *t. 

Mai. Be make an excellent pander. Duke, farewell, 
due, adue, duke. [Exit Malevole. 

Men. Take Maquarelle with thee ; for 'tis found 
None cuttes a diamon but a diamond. 
Hermite, thou art a man for me — my confessor. 
O, thou selected spirit, borne for my good, 
Sure thou wouldest make an excellent elder in a deformed 

church 1 
Come, we must be inward, thou and I all one. 

Fie. I am glad I was ordained for yee. 

Men, Go to, then ; thou must know that Malevole is 
a strange villaine — dangerous, very dangerous ; you see 
how broad a speakes, a grosse-jawde rogue; I would 
have thee poison him*: hee 's like a come upon my great 
toe — I cannot go for him: he must be kored out; lie 
must. Wilt doo % ha? 

Fie. Any thing, any thing 1 

Men, Heart of my life, thus then to the citadell. 
Thou shalt consort with this Malevole ; 
There, being at supper, poison him. 
It sh^ be laid upon Maria, who yeelds love, or dies. 
Skud quicke like lightning. 

Fie. " Good deedes crawle, but mischiefe flies." 

[Exit Pietro. 
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Enter Malbyole. 

Mai, Your divelships ring haz no vertue. The bnffe- 
captaine, the sallo-Westfalian gaman-faced zaza, cries, 
'' Staud out ; must have a 8ti£fer warrant, or no passe into 
the Castle of Comfort." 

Men, Command our suddaine letter. Not enter? 
Shat I what place is there in Genoa, but thou shalt — ^into 
my heart, into my very heart ! Come, lets love ; we must 
love, we two, soule and body. 

Mai, How didst like the hermite ? — a strange hermite, 
sirrah. 

Men, A dangerous fellow, very perilous. He mus 
die. 

Mai, I, he must die. 

Men, Thoust kil him. We are wise — ^we must be wise. 

Mai, And provident. 

Men Yea, provident. Beware an hypocrite. 
•' A Church-man once corrupted. Oh avoide 1" 

\Shoote9 under his belly, 
A fellow that makes religion his stawking-horse. 
He breedes a plague. Thou shalt poison him. 

Mai, Ho I 'tis wondrous necessary. How ? 

Men, You both go joyntly to the citadell ; 
There sup, there poison him ; and Maria, 
Because shee is our opposite, shall beare 
The sad suspect, on which shee dies or loves us. 

Mai, I runne. [Exit Malevole. 

Men, "We that are great, our sole selfe good still 
moves us.*' 
They shall die both, for their deserts craves more 
Than we can recompence ; their presence still 
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Imbraides our fortunes with beholdingnesse, 

Which we abhorre like deede, not doer. Then conclude 

They live not to cry out ingratitude. 

" One sticke bumes tother Steele cuts Steele alone ; 

'Tis good trust few, but O, 'tis best trust none ! " 

[Exit Mendoza. 

SCENA QUARTA. 

Enter Male vole and Pietro, still disguised^ at severall 
doorea, 

Mai. How do you ? — how doost duke ? 

Pie. O let the last day fall — drop, drop on our cursed 
heads I Let heaven unclaspe it selfe, vomit forth flame s ! 

Mai. 0, do not rand, do not tume plaier ; there 's more 
of them than can well live one by another alreadie. What, 
art an infldell stiU ? 

Pie. I am amazd — strucke in a swowne with wonder. 
I am commanded to poison thee. 

Mai. I am commanded to poison thee at supper. 

Pie. At supper ? 

Mai, In the citadeU. 

Pie. InthedtadeU? 

Mai. Crosse capers, trickes. Truth a heaven! hee 
would discharge us as boyes do eldeme gunnes — one 
pellet to strike out another. Of what faith art now ? 

Pie. All is damnation, wickednes extreame ; there is no 
faith in man ! 

Men. In none but usurers and brokers ; they deceive no 
man ; men take um for blood-suckers, and so they are. 
Now God deliver me from my friends ! 

Pie, Thy friends ? 
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Mai, Yes, from my friends ; for from mine enenm 
ile deliver my selfe. O, cutte-throate friendship is ti 
ranckest viLanie ! Marke this Mendoza ; marke him fc 
a villaine ! But Heaven veill send a plague upon him f( 
a rogue. 

Pie, O World! 

Mai, World I — tis the only region of death, the greate 
shop of the divell, cruelst prison of men, out of the whic 
none passe without paying their dearest breath for a fee 
Theres nothing perfect in it but extreame, extreair 
calamitie, such as comes yonder. 

SCENA QUINTA. 

Enter Aukelia, two HoWerts before and two after, m^ 
ported by Celso and Feeeakd ; Aueelia in ba 
mourning attire, 

Aur, To banishment — ledde on to banishment ! 

Pie. Lady, the blessednesse of repentance to you. 

Aur, Why P why P I can desire nothing but death, m 
deserve any thing but hell I 
If Heaven should give sufficiencie of grace 
To deere my soule, it would make Heaven graoelesse : 
My sinnes would make the stocke of mercie poore i 
O they would tire Heavens goodnes to reclaime them ! 
Judgement is just ! yet from that vast vUlane ! — 
But sure he shall not misse sad punishment 
Fore he shall rule. On to my cell of shame ! 

Pie, My cell tis, lady, where, insteede of maskes, 
Musicke, tilts, toumies, and such courtlike shfewes. 
The hollow murmure of the checklesse windes 
Shall groane againe, whilst the unquiet sea 
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Shakes the whole rocke with foamy battery ; 

There usherlesse the ayre comes in and out ; 

The rheumy valt will force your eyes to weepe, 

Whilst you behold true desolation ; — 

A rocky barrennesse shall pierce your eyes, 

Where all at once one reaches where he stands 

With browes the roofe, both walles with both his handes ! 

Aur» It is too good. Blessed spirite of my lord, 
O, in what or be so ere thy soule is throand, 
Beholde me worthily most miserable ! 
O, let the anguish of my contrite spirite 
Intreate some reconciliation 1 
If not, O joy, triumph in my just griefe, 
" Death is the end of woes, and teares reliefe." 

Pie, Belike your lord not lov'd you, was unkinde ? 

Aur, O Heaven ! 
As the soule lov'd the body, so lov'd he ! 
Twas death to him to part my presence. 
Heaven to see me pleased. 
Yet I, like to a wretch given or'e to hell, 
Brake all the sacred rites of marriage. 
To clippe a base, ungentle, faithlesse villaine — 
O God, a very Pagan reprobate 1 
What should I say P Ungratefull, throwes me out, 
Por whom I lost soule, body, fame, and honor. 
But tis most fit ; why should a better fate 
Attend on any who forsake chaste sheetes, 
riy the embrace of a devoted heart, 
Joynd by a solemne vow fore God and man, 
To taste the brackish bloud of beastly lust 
In an adulterous touch P O, ravenous immodesty. 
Insatiate impudence of appetite ! 
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" Looke, heeres your end ; for marke, what sap in dust, 
What sinne in good, even so much love in lust !" 
Joy to thy ghost, sweete lord, pardon to me. 

Cel. lis the dukes pleasure this night you rest in court 
Aur, Soule lurke in shades, run shame from brightsome 



** In night the bHnde man misseth not his eyes." [B3^> 

Mai, Doe not weepe, kinde cuckolde, take oomfort, man, 
thy betters have been beccoes : Agamemnon, emperoor of 
all the merry Greekes, that tickeled all the true Troyans, 
was a comuto : Prince Arthur, that cut off twelve kings 
beardes, was a comuto ; Hercules, whose baeke bore up 
heaven, and got forty wenches with childe in one night — - 

Fie, Nay, twas fifty. 

Mai, Faith, fortie 's enow a conscience ; yet was a coi- 
nuto. Patience, mischiefe growes prowde, be wise. 

Pie, Thou pinchest too deepe — ^arte too keene upon me. 

Mai, Tut, a pittifull surgeon makes a dangerous sore. 
He tent thee to the ground. Thinkest He sustaine my 
selfe by flattering thee, because thou art a prince ? I had 
rather foUowe a drunkard, and live by licking up his vo- 
mite, than by servile flattery. 

Fie, Yet great men ha doon't. 

Mai, Great slaves feare better than lov«, borne naturally 
for a coale-basket ; though the common usher of princes 
presence, Fortune, hath blindely given them better place, 
I am vowed to be thy ajQSiiction. 

Fie, Prethee be, I love much misery, and be thou sonne 
to me. 
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Ertter Bilioso. 

MaL Because you are a usurping duke. 
Tour lordships well retumde from Florence. \To Bilioso. 

BU. Well retumde ; I praise my horse. 

MaL What newes from the Florentines ? 

BiL I will conceale the great dukes pleasure, onely this 
was his charge : his pleasure is, that his daughter must 
die ; Duke Pietro be banished, for banishing his blouds 
dishonour ; and that Duke Altofront be re-accepted : this 
is all. But I heare Duke Pietro is dead. 

Mai, I, and Mendoza is duke. What will you do P 

BU. Is Mendoza strongest ? 

Mai, Yet he is. 

BU, Then yet He holde with him. 

MaL But k that Altofront should tume strait againe? 

BiL Why then I would tume strait againe. 
lis good runne still with him that has most might ; 
I had rather stand with wrong, than fall with right. 

Mai, What religion wil you be of now ? 

BiL Of the dukes religion, when I know what it is. 

Mai, O Hercules I 

BU, Hercules ? Hercules was the sonne of Jupiter and 
Alkmena. 

Mai, Your lordship is a very wittall. 

BiL Wittall? 

MaL I, all-wit. 

BiL Amphitrio was a cuckolde. 

Mai, Your lordship sweats ; your yong lady will gette 
you a doth for your olde worships browes. [ExU Bilioso. 
Heeres a fellow to be damned I This is his inviolable 
maxime: flatter the greatest, and oppress the least. A 
whorseson flesh-fly, that still gnawes upon the leane gawld 
backes. 
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Fie, Why doost then salute him ? 

MaL Yfaith as bawdes goe to church — ^for fashion sak 
Come, be not confounded, thou arte but in danger to loo 
a dukedome. Thinke this : This earth is the only gra 
and golgotha wherein all things that live must rot; \ 
but the draught wherein the heavenly bodies discbar 
their corruption : the very muckhill on which, the sub! 
narie orbes cast their excrement. Man is the slime 
this dongue-pit, and princes are the governors of the 
men : for, for our soules, they are as free as emperon 
all of one peece ; there goes but a paire of sheeres betwi 
an emperor and the sonne of a bagge-piper ; onely t 
dying, dressing, pressing, glossing, makes the diffeien( 
Now, what arte thou like to loose ? 
" A jaylers office to keepe men in bonds, 

Whilst toyle and treason all lifes good confounds." 

Pie. I heere renounce for ever regencie. 
O Altofront ! I wrong thee to supplant thy right — 
To trip thy heeles up with a divelish slight ; 
For which I now from throne am throwne, world trie 

abjure : 
*' For vengeance, though 't comes slow, yet it comes sun 
O, I am changde I for heerefore the dread power^ 
In true contrition I doe dedicate 
My breath to solitarie hoUnesse, 
My lippes to praier ; and my breasts care shall be, 
Eestoring Altofront to regencie. 

Mai, Thy vowes are heard, and we accept thy faith. 

[Uhdisffuiseih himse\ 
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Enter Febneze and Celso, Altopront, Ferneze, 
Celso, Pietbo. 

Banish amazement; come, we foure must stand full 
shocke of fortune ; be not so wonder-stricken. 

Pie, Dooth Femeze live ? 

Fer. For your pardon. 

Pie, Pardon and love : give leave to recollect 
My thoughts disperst in wilde astonishment. 
My vowes stand fixt in heaven, and from hence 
I crave all love and pardon. 

Mai, Who doubts of providence 
That sees this change ? A heartie faith to all : 
" He needes must rise, can no lower fall." 
For still impetuous vicissitude 
Towzeth the world ; then let no maze intrude 
Upon your spirits : wonder not I rise ; 
" For who can sincke that close can temporize ?" 
The time growes ripe for action ; He detect 
My privatst plot, lest ignorance feare suspect. 
Lets close to counsell, leave the rest to fate, 
" Mature discretion is the life of state." {Exeunt 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 




SCENA PRIMA. 
Enter BiLioso and Fassarello. 

BU, cji^^kOOLE, how doost thou like my calfe in a 
long stocking ? 
Paa, An excellent calfe, my lord. 
Bil. This calfe hath beene a reyeUer 
this twenty yeere ; when Monsieur Gundi lay heere ambas- 
sadour, I could have carried a lady up and downe at annes 
end in a platter ; and I can tell you there were those at 
that time who, to trie the strength of a mans backe and his 
arme, would be coisterd. I have measured calves with 
most of the pallace, and they come nothing neere mee; 
besides, I thinke there be not many armours in the arsi- 
nall will fitte me, especially for the head-peece. He tell 
thee 

Fas, What, my lord ? 

Bil, I can eate stewd broath as it comes seething off 
the fire ; or a custard, as it comes reeking out of the oven; 
and I thinke there are not many lordes can doe it. A good 
pomander, a little decayed in the scent, but six graines of 
muske grownd with rose-water, and temperd with a little 
civit, shall fetch her againe presently. 

Pas, 0, I, as a bawde with agua vita. 
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JBiL And what — doost tliou cadle uppon the ladies as 
thou wert wont? 

Fm, I were better roast a live cat, and might doe it 
with more safety, I am aa secret to tluevea aa their paint- 
ing. Theres MaquarcUe, oldest bawde, and a' perpetuall 
beggar. Did yon never heare of her tricke to be knowne 
in the Cittie ? 

JBiL Never. 

Pas. Why, she gets all the pieter-makers to draw her 
picture i when they have done, she most conrtly fmdes 
fault T*ith them one after aimther, and never fetcheth 
them. They, in revenge of this, execute her in pictures 
as they doe in Germanic, and hang her in their shops ; by 
this meanes is ahe better knowne to the atinkarda then if 
shee had beene five times carted. 

Bit. Fore Godj an excellent policici 

Pas. Are there any revels to nighty my lord ? 

BIL Yes. 

Pm. Good, my lord, give me leave to breake a fellows 
pate that hath abused me. 

BiL Whose pate ? 

Pas, Young Ferrard, my lord. 

BeL Take heed; hee*s very valiant j I have knowne 
him fight eight quarrels in five daye^ — ^beleeve it 

Pas, 0, is he ao great a quarreller ? Why, then, hees 
au arrant coward. 

Bal. How proove you that ? 

Pas, Why, thus. He tlmt quarrels, seekea to fight; 
and he that seekes to fight, seekea to dye i and he that 
seekcs to dye, seekes never to fight more^ and he that 
will quarrell and seekes meanes never to answer a man 
more, I thinke hees a coward. 

II. IS 
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Bit, Thou canst proove any thing. 

Pas, Any thing but a ritch knave ; for I can flatter no 
man. 

Bit, Well, be not drunke, good foole ; I shall see you 
anon in the presence. [ExU- 

Enter Malevole and Maqtjaeelle, a/ several doores 
opposite, singing. 

Mai, The Dutchman for a drunkard. 

Maq, The Dane for golden lockes. 

Mai, The Irishman for usquebath. 

Maq, The Frenchman for the (-) 

Mai, 0, thou art a blessed creature 1 Had I a 
modest woman to conceale, I would put her to thy 
custodie ; for no reasonable creature would ever suspect 
her to be in thy company. Ha, thou art a melodious 
Maquerelle, thou picture of a woman, and substance of 
a beast! 

Enter Pasaeello. 

Maq, O foole ! will ye be ready anon to go with me to 
the revels, the hal will be so pestred anone ? 

Pas, I, as the countrie is with atturnies. 

Mai, What hast thou there, foole ? 

Pas, Wine ; I have learnt to drink since I went with 
my Lord Embassador. He drinke to the health of Madam 
Maquerelle. 

Mai, Why, thou wast wont to raile uppon her. 

Pas, I, but since I borrowed money of her. 
He drinke to her health now, as gentlemen visit brokers. 
Or as knights send venison to the Citty — 
Eather to take up more money, or to procure longer 
forbearance. 
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Mai, Give me the boule ; I drinke a health to Alto&ont, 
our deposed duke. 

Pas, He take it so. Now lie begin a health to Madam 
MaquereUe. 

MaL Pew ! I will not pledge her. 

Pa8. Why, I pledged your lord. 

MaL I care not. 

Pas, Not pledge Madam MaquereUe ! why, then will I 
spew up your lord againe with this fooles finger. 

Mai, Hould! He take it. 

Maq. Now thou hast drunke my health, foole^ I am 
friends with thee. 

Pas, Art?— art? 

When Griffon saw the reconciled queane 

Offeringe about his neck her armes to cast, 
He threw of sword and hartes malignant streame, 
And lovely her below the loynes imbrast. 
Adew, Madam MaquereUe. [Exit PasareUo. 

Mai, And how doost thou thinke a this transformation 
of state now P 

Maq. Verily, very weU ; for we women alwayes note, 
the falling of the one is the rising of the other. Some 
must be fatt, some must be leane ; some must be fooles, 
and some must be lordes ; some must be knaves, and 
some must be officers ; some must be beggars, some 
must be knights; some must be cuckoldes, and some 
must be cittizens : as for example, I have two court 
dogges, the most fawning curres, the one caUed Watch, 
th' other Catch : now I, like Lady Fortune, sometimes 
love this dogge, sometimes raise that dogge, sometimes 
favour Watch, most commonly fancie Catch. Now, that 
dogge which I favour I feede, and hee 's so raveno^^^,^ 
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that what I ^ve he never chawes it' — golpes it downe 
whole, without any relish of what he haz, but with a 
greedy expectation of what he shall have. Tl^e other 
dogge, now 

MaL No more dog, sweet MaquareUe, no more dog. 
And wliat hope hast thou of the Dutchesse Maria ? Will 
shee stoope to the dukes lewre — will she cowe, thinkst? 

Maq. Let me see, where 's the signe now P Ha ye ere a 
calender P Where 's the signe, tirow youP 

MaL Signe ! why, is there any moment in that P 

Maq. O ! beleeve me, a most secret power. Looke 
yee, a Chaldean or an Assyrian. I am snre 'twas a most 
sweete Jew tolde me, court any woman in the right signe, 
you shall not misse. But you must take her in the right 
vaine then : as when the signe is in Pisces, a fishmongers 
wife is very sociable ; in Cancer, a precisians wife is very 
flexible; in Capricome, a merchants wife hardly holdes 
out ; in Libra, a lawyers wife is very tractable, especially 
if her husband bee at the term : onely in Scorpio 'tis very 
dangerous medling. Haz the duke sent any jewel — any 
rich stones ? 

Enter Captaine. 

Mai, I, thinke those are the best signes to take a lady 
in. By your favour, signeor, I must discourse ^th the 
Lady Maria, Altofronts dutches: I must enter for the 
duke. 

Cap, Shee heere shall give you enterview. I received 
the guardship of this citadell from the good Altofront, and 
for his use He keep 't till I am of no use. 

Mai, Wilt thou P O Heavens 1 that a Christian should 
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be found in a buffe jerkin ! Captaine Conscience, I bye 
thee, captainq, [MpU Caprine. 

We attend. And what hope hast thou of this dutches 
easinesse ? 

Maq, 'Twill goe hard; she was a cold creature ever; 
she hated monkies, fooles, jeaaters, and gentlenQLen-usheis. 
extreamly ; shee had the vilde trick on 't, not onely to be 
truely modestly honourable in her owne. consdence^ but 
she would avoyde the least waQtpn carriage that might 
incurre suspect, as, Qod blesse m,el she had almost 
brought bed-pressing out of fashion. I could scarse get 
a fine for the lease of a ladies favour once in a fort- 
night. 

Mai, Now, in the name of immodesty, how many 
maidenheads hast thou brought to the blodcP 

Maq. Let me see. Heaven forgive us our misdeeds ! 
Heere 's the dutchesse, 

SCENA SECUNDA. 
Enter Maeia and Captaine. 

Mai. God blesse thee, lady. 

Mar, Out of thy conivpany ! 

Mai. We have brought thee tender of a husband. 

Mar, I hope I have one already. 

Maq. Nay, by mine honour, madam, as good ha nere a. 
husband as a banisht husbspid ; hee 's in another world 
now. He tell yee, lady, I have heard of a sect that main- 
tained, when the husband was asleepe, the wife might law- 
fully entertaine another man ; for then her husband was 
as dead; much more when he is banished. 

Mar, Unhonest creature ! 
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Maq. Fish 1 honesty is but an art to seeme so : pray 
yee, whats honesty, whats constancy, but fables fained— 
odde old fooles chat, devisde by jealous fooles, to wrong 
our liberty ! 

Mai. Mully, he that loves thee is a duke — ^Mendoza; 
he will maintaine thee royally, love thee ardently, defend 
thee powerfully, marry thee sumptuously, and keep thee 
in despite of Eoscidere or Dozel de Phoebo. Then 
jewels, if thou wilt ; so, if not, so 

Mar. Captaine, for Gods sake save poore wretchednes 
From tyranny of lustfull insolence ! 
Inforce me in the deepest dungeon dwell 
Rather then heere ; heere round about is hell. 
O, my dear'st Altofront, where ere thou breath. 
Let my soul sincke into the shades beneath. 
Before I staine thine honour : this thou hast ; 
And long as I can die, I will live chaste! 

Mai. Grainst him that can inforce, how value is striefe ! 

Mar. She that can be enforced haz nere a knife ? 
" She that through force her limbes with lust enroules. 
Wants Cleopatres aspes and Portiaes coales." 
God amend you I [Exit with Captaine. 

Mai. Now the feare of the divell for ever goe with 
thee ! MaquereUe, I tell thee, I have found an honest 
woman. Faith, I perceive, when all is done, there is of 
women a9 of all other things, some good, most bad ; some 
saints, some sinners ; for, as now adaies no courtier but 
haz hiz mistris, no captaine but haz Ids cockatrice, no 
cuckold but haz his homes, and no foole but haz his 
feather — even so, no woman but haz her weakenes and 
feather too ; no sex but haz his. I can hunt the letter 
no farder. O God ! how loathsome this toying is to me, 
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that a duke should be forc'd to foole it ! Well, Stultorum 
plena sunt omnia ; better play the foole lord then be the 
foole lord. Now, where 's your slights. Madam Maqua- 
relle? 

Maq. Why, are yee ignorant that tis sed, a squemish 
affected nicences is natural! to women, and that the excuse 
of their yeelding is onely (forsooth) the difficult obtaining ? 
You must put her too 't : women are flaxe, and will fire in 
a moment. 

Mai. Why, was the flax put into thy mouth, and yet 
thou — thou set fire ? thou enflame her ? 

Maq. Marry, but He tell yee now, you were too hot. 

Mai. The fitter to have enflamed the flaxwoman. 

Maq. Tou were to boisterous, spleeny; for in- 
deede 

Mai. Go, go, thou art a weake pandresse, now I see. 
" Sooner earths fire heaven it selfe shall waste. 
Then all with heate can melt a minde that 's chaste." 
Go thou, the dukes lime-twig. He make the duke tume 
thee out of thine office. What ! not get one touch of 
hope, and had her at such advantage ! 

Maq. Now, a my conscience, now, I thinke in my dis- 
cretion, we did Dot take her in the right signe ; the blond 
was not in the true veine, sure. [Exit. 

Enter BiLioso. 

Bil. Make way there ; the duke returns from the in- 
thronement, Malevole. 
Mdl. Out, roage 1 
Bil. Malevole ! 

Mai. Hence, yee grosse-jawd pessantly — out — ^go I 
Bil. Nay, sweete Malevole, since my retume I heare 
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you are berame tlie tbinge I alwayes prophesied would be 
^-aii advaDced virtue, a worthely im ployed faithfiilnesse^ 
a mim a grace, deere friend I Come — what ? Bi qmtm 
petmnt homines. If, as often, as courtiers play tkft 
knaveaj honest men should be angrie, ^^yi hK>ke yee, 
wc must collouge somtimes— forfweare aomtimea^ 

MaL Be damd aomtimes 1 

JBU, Bight. NemQ ^mrtiltui hork sapiL No man can 
be honest at idl bowers* Neoeaskie often depraves 
vertue. 

Mul. 1 will commend thee to the duke* 

BiL Do let us be friends, man, 

Mai, And knaves^ man. 

BiL Bight, let us prosper and purchaae ; our lordships 
ahall live, and our knavery be forgotten* 

Mai. He that by any wayes geta richea, his mean^ 
never shames Mm* 

BiL True* 

MaL For impudeiicie and faithlesnes are the ma; 
stayes to greatnesse* 

BiL By the Lord, thou art a profound ladd 1 

Mai, By the Lord ! thou art a perfect knave I Out, 
yee antient damnation I 

BiL Peace, peace t And thou ^vilt not be a frcinde to 
me^ as I am a knave^ be not a knave to me^ as I am thy_^^ 
friend, and tlisclose me. Pe;ice, comets i ^M 

[Exmmi &U itwin^ Malevole. 
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SCENA TERTIA. 

Erder Pkepasso and Feeeaed, two Pages with 
Celso and Equato, Mendozo in duke's roabs, Eilioso 
and Gueeeino. 

Men. On, on ! Leave us, leave us ! Stay 5 where is 
theHennit? 

MaL With Duke Pietro — ^with Duke Pietro. 

Men, Is lie dead? — is lie poysonedP 

Mai, Dead as the duke is. 

Men. Gk)od! excellent! He will not blabbe ; securenes 
lives in secresie. Come hether, come hether. 

Mai. Thou hast a certaine strong villanous sent about 
thee, my nature cannot endure. 

Men, Sent, man? What retumes Maria? What an- 
swere to our sute ? 

Mai, Cold, frostie ; she is obstinate. 

Men, Then shees but dead. Tis resolute — she dies ! 
" Blacke deede onely through blacke deede safely flies." 

Mai, Pew ! jper scelera semper celeribus tutum est iter. 

Men, What, art thou a schoUer? — art a poUtitian? 
Sure thou art an arrand knave ! 

Mdl. Who, I? I have bene twice an under sherife, man. 

Enter Malevole and Mendoza. 

Men. Hast bin with Maria ? 

Mai. As your scrivener to your usurer, I have delt about 
taking of this commoditie ; but shees cold, frosty. Well, 
I will go ndle upon some great man, that I may purchase 



282 THE MALCONTENT. [act v. 

the bastinado, or else go marry some ricli Genoan lady, and 
instantly go travaile P 

Men, Travaile when thou art married ? 

Mai, I, tis your yong lords fashion to do so ; thougli 
he was so lasy, being a batcheller, that he would never 
trayaile so farr as the University, yet when he married her, 
tales of, and Catsoe for Ingland. 

Men. And why for Ingland P 

Mai, Because there is no brothel-houses there. 

Men, Kor curtisans. 

Mai, Neather ; your whore went downe with the stewes, 
and punke came up with your puritan. 

Men. Canst thou impoyson ? — canst thou impoyson? 

Mai, Excellently — ^no Jew, potecary, or politian better. 
Looke ye, her 's a box ! Who wouldst thou impoison? 
Her 's a box, which opened, and the fume taken up in con- 
dites, thorow which the braine purges it self, doth instantly 
for 12 houres space, bind, up all shew of life in a deep 
cesles sleep ! Heres another, which being opened under 
the sleepers nose, choaks al the power of life, kils him 
sodainely. 

Enier Celso. 

Men, lie try experiments; tis good not to be deceived •: 
so, so, Catzo. [Seems to poyson Malevole. 

** Who would feare that may destroy, death hath no teeth 

or tong; 
And he thats great, to him are slaves, — 
Shame, murder, fame, and wrong." Celzo ! 

Cel. My honored lord. 

Men, The good Malevole ; that plain-tongued man, alas ! 
is dead on sodaine wondrous strangely; he held in our 
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e8teeme good placje. Ceko, see liiin buried — see him 
buried. 

Cel, I sliall observe yee. 

Men, And Ceko, prethee let it be thy care to-night 
To have have some prety shew, to solemnize 
Our high instalement ; — some musike, maskery. 
Weele give faire entertaine unto Maria, 
The duches to the banisht Altofront. 
Thou shalt conduct her from the dtadell 
Unto the pallace. Thinke on some maskery. 

Cel, Of what shape, sweete lord ? 

Men. Why, shape P — ^why, any quick fiction. 
As some brave spirits of the Genoan dukes, 
To come out of Elizium forsooth. 
Led in by Mercury, to gratulate 

Our happy fortune. Some such thing, — some far-set 
tricke, good for ladies ; some stale toy or other, no matter 
so 't be of our devising* 
Do thou prepar 't, tis but for a fashion sake ; 
Feare not, it shall be grac'd, man, it shall take. 

Cel, All service. 

Men, All thankes ! our hand shall not be dose to thee ; 
farewell. 
Now is my trecheiy secure, nor can we fall ! 
" Mischiefe that prospers men do vertue call ; 
He trust no man ; he that by trickes get wreathes, 
Keepes them with Steele ; no man securely breathes ; 
Out of deserved ranckes the crowde will mutter, foole; 
Who cannot beare with spite, he cannot rule. 
The chiefest secret for a man of state. 
Is, to live sensles of a strenghles hate." 

Mai, Death of the damn'd thief! lie make one i' the 



284 THE ULiLCONTENT. [actt. 

maske : thou shalt have some \8iart9 up tmd apeob. 

Braye spirits of the antique dukes ! 

Cel, My lord, what strange delusion P 

M(d. Most happy, deere Celao» poisond with an empty 
box ? lie giye thee all anone. lify lady comea to ooui; 
there is a whuite of fate comes tumbling oa; the castles 
captaine stands for me, the people pray for me, and the 
great leader of the just stands for me : tiien courage, Gelae. 

'' For no disastrous chance can ever move him. 
That leayeth nothing but a Gbod above him." 

Enter Psefasso and Eilioso, two Page% brfore tkemy 
Ma QUAE., Beancha, and Emilia. 

Bil. Make roome there — ^roome for the ladim. Wl^, 
gentlemen, will not ye suffer the ladies to be entred in 
the great chamber? and why gallants, and you, m, to 
droppe your torch where the beauties must sit too. 

Fre, And there's a great fellow playes the knave. 
Why dost not strike him ? 

Eil. Let him play the knave a Gods name.: thinkst 
thou I have no more wit then to strike a great fellow? 
The musicke, more lights, iieveling, ocaffoldes! do jou 
heare P Let there bee othes enow readie at the doore ; 
sweare out the divell himself. Lets leave the ladiea, and 
go see if the lords bee readie for them. 

{JUy save the Zadiea, dep/irt. 

Maq, And by my troth, beauties, why do you not put 
you into the fashion ? - This is a stale cut ; you must come 
in fashion. Looke yee, you must be all felt— fealt and fea- 
ther — a fealt upon your bare haire. Looke ye, these 
tiring thinges are justly out of request now : and da ye 
heare? you must weare &lling bands ; you must come 
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into tlie falling fashion. There is such a deal a pinning 
these ruffles, when a fine deane fall is worth all ; and agen, 
if you should chance to take a nap in the aftemoone, your 
falling band requires no poting sticke to recoTer his forme. 
Belieye me, no fashion to the falling, I say. 

Bea. And is not Sinnior S. Andrew a gallant fellow, now? 

Maq, By my maiden-head, la — honour ; and he agrees 
as well together as a satten sute and wollea stockings. 

Mmi. But is not Marshall Make-rome my servant in re- 
version, a proper gentleman? 

Maq. Yes, in reversion, as he had his office, as in truth 
he hath all things in reversion : hee haz his mistris in 
reversion, his doathes in reversion, Ids wit in reversion ; 
and indeede is a suter to me, for my dogge, in reversion. 
But in good verity, la, he is as proper a gentleman in re- 
version as — and indeede, as fine a man as may be — having 
a red bearde and a pair of wrapt legges. ^ 

Bea, But I faith, I am most monstrously in love with 
Count Quidlibet, in Quodlibet : is he not a pretty dapper 
unydle gallant ? 

Maq, He is even one of the most busy fingered lordes ; 
be will put the beauties to the squeake most hiddeously. 

BU, Eoome — make a lane there. The duke is entring. 
Stand handsomely for beauties sake : take up the ladies 
there. So comets, comets 1 

Enter V^^vii.%^0 joynea to Bilioso, two Pages and lights; 
Eebbabd, Mendoza, at the other doore two Pages 
with lights, and the Captaine leading in Maria; the 
BuJee meetes Maria, and closeth with her; the rest 
fall hacke. 

Men, Madam, with gentle care receive my sute; 
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A kindomes safety should o're paize slight rites ; 
Marriage is meerely natures policy. 
Then, since, unlesse our royall beds be joyned. 
Danger and civill tumult frights the state, 
Be wise as you are faire, give way to fate I 

Mar. What wouldst thou — ^thou aflliction to our house ? 
Thou ever divell, twas thou that banishedst my truly 
noble lord! 

Mm. IP 

Mar. I, by thy plottes, by thy blacke stratagems. 
Twelve moones have suifired change since I beheld 
The loved presence of my deerest lord. 
O, thou far worse than death ! he parts but soule 
From a weake body : but thou, soule from soule 
Disseverest — that which Gods owne hand did knit — 
Thou scant of honour, full of divelish wit ! 

Men. Weele checke your too intemperate lavishnesse. 
I can and will ! 

Mar. What canst? 

Men. Go to : in banishment thy husband dies ! 

Mar. " He ever is at home that 's ever wise.*' 

Men. Youst never meete more; reason should love 
controule. 

Mar. Not meete P 
" Shee that deere loves, her love 's still in her soule." 

Men. You are but a woman, lady ; you must yeeld. 

Mar. save me, thou innated bashfiilnes. 
Thou onely ornament of womans modesty ! 

Men. Modesty I death, ile torment thee ! 

Mar. Do, urge all torments, all afllictions trie. 
He die, my lords, as long as I can die ! 

Men. Thou obstinate, thou shalt die ! Captaine, that 
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ladies life is forfeited to justice : we have examined her. 
And we do finde she hath irapoysoned 
The reyerend hermit : therefore we commannd 
Severest custodie ; nay, if youle dooes no good, 
Youst dooes no harme : a tirants peace is bloud ! 
Mar, O thou art mercifull, O gratious divell ! 
Bather, by much, let me condemned be 
For seeming murder than be damn'd for thee. 
He mourne no more ; come, girt my browes with floures, 
Kevell and daunce ; soule! now thy wish thou hast. 
Die like a bride ; poore heart, thou shalt die chast ! 

Enter Aueelia in mourning habit, 

Aur, " Life is a frost of coulde feKcitie, 
And death the thaw of all our vanity." 
Wast not an honest priest that wrote so ? 

Men. Who let her in? 

Bil. Forbeare. 

Pre, Forbeare. 

Aur. " Alas! calamity is every where !" 
Sad miserie, dispight your double doores. 
Will enter even in court. 

BU, Peace! 

Aur. I ha done — one word, take heede, I ha done I 

Enter Meecueie with lowde mtmcke, 
Mer. Cillenian Mercuric, the god of ghosts. 
From gloomie shades, that spread the lower coasts, 
Calls foure high-famed Genoan dukes to come 
And make this prescQce their Elizium ; 
To passe away this high triumphall night 
With song and daunces, courts more soft delight. 

Aur, Are you god of ghosts ? I have a sute depending 
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in hell betwixt me and my conscience ; I would DEone have 
thee helpe me to an advocate. 

BiL Mercurie shall be your lawyer, lady. 

Aur. Nay, Mth, Mercurie haz too good a &ce to be a 
right lawyer. 

Pre, Peace — ^forbeare ! \]AetcajiR pre9etUs the maske 

Comets, The Song to the Comets^ which playing, ike 
Maske enters; Maleyole, Pietbo, and Celso m 
white robes, toUh Dukes croumes upon lawreU- 
wtreathes, pistolets and short swords under their robes. 

Men, Celso, Celso, count Maria for our love. Lady, be 
gratious, yet grace. 

Mar. With me, sir ? pVf alevole takes his wtfe to daunce. 

Mai. Yes, more loved then my breath : 
With you ile dance. 

Mar. Why, then you dance with death. 
But come, sir, I was nere more apt to mirth : 
" Death gives eternity a glorious breath ; 
O to die honourd who would feare to die !" 

Mai. " They die in feare who live in villany." 

Men. Yes, beleeve him, lady, and be rulde by him. 

Fie. Madam, with me ? 

[Pietro taks his wife, Aurelia, to dance. 

Aur. Wouldst then be miserable ? 

Pie. I neede not wish. 

Aur. O yet forbeare my hand! away, fly, .fly ! 
O seeke not her that onely seekes to die ! 

Pie, Poore loved soule ! 

Aur, What, wouldst court misery ? 

Pie. Yes. 

Aur. Sheele xsome too soone, O my griev'd heart ! 
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Fie. Lady, ha done, ha done! 
Come, lets dance, be once from sorrow free. 

Aur, Art a sad man ? 

Pie, Yes, sweet. 

Aur, Then weele agree. 

[Femeze takes Maquerelle, and Celso fieancha ; then 
the Comets sound the measure^ one change^ and rest. 

Fer. Beleeve it, lady — shall I sweare? — let me injoy 
you in private, and He marry you, by my soule ! 

\To Eeancha. 

Bea. I had rather you would sweare by your body ; I 
thinke that would prove the more regarded othe with 
you. 

Fer. lie sweare by them both to please you. 

Bea. O, dam them not both to please me, for Gods 
sake! 

Fer. Faith, sweet creature, let me injoy you to-night, 
and He mary you to-morow fortnight, by my troth, la ! 

Maq. On his troth, la ! beleeve him not. That kinde 
of <junnicatching is as stale as Sir Oliver Anchoves per- 
fumde jerken. Promise of matrimony by a yong gallant, 
to bring a virgin lady into a fooles paradise 1 Make her 
a great woman, and then cast her off ! — ^tis as common as 
naturall to a courtier, as jelosie to a citizen, gluttony to a 
puritan, wisdome to an alderman, pride to a tayler, or an 
empty handbasket to one of these sixpeny damnations ! 
Of his troth, la, beleeve him not ! — traps to catch pole- 
cats! 

Mai. Keepe your face constant — let no suddaine pas- 
sion speake in your eyes. [To Maria. 

Mar. O, my Altofront ! 

II. 19 
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Fie, A tyrants jelosies 
Are very nimble — ^yo]i receive it alL 

Aur. My heart, though not my knees, doth umbly fall, 
Lowe as the earth to thee. [Aurelia to Fietro. 

Pie, Peace ! next change — no words. 
Mar, Speach to such— ay ! O what will affbrdes ! 

[Cometi Bound the measure over againe^ which 
danced^ they unmaake. 
Men. Malevole! 

[They environ Mendozo, bending their piatollee on him. 
Mai. No ! 

Men, Altofront, Duke Pietro, Femeze ! Hah ? 
All, Duke Altofront ! Duke Altofront ! 

[Comets aflorvih. 
Men, Are we surprizde? What strange ddusions 
mocke 
Our sences ! Do I dreame, or have I dreamt 

\They seize upon Mendozo. 
This two dayes space ? Where am I ? 
Mai. Where an arch vilaine is, 
Men, O lend me breath till I am fit to die I 
For peace with Heaven, for your owne soules sake. 
Vouchsafe me life ! 

Pie, Ignoble villaine, whome neither heaven nor hell, 
Goodnesse of God or man, could once make good ! 
Mai. Base, treacherous wretch ! what grace canst thou 
expect 
That hast growne impudent in gracelessnesse P 
Mm, life ! 
Mai, Slave, take thy life ! 
Wert thou defenced through blood and woundes. 
The sternest horror of a civell fight 
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Would I atcheeve thee ; but, prostrat at my feete, 
I soome to hurt thee. Tis the heart of slaves 
That daines to triumph over peasants graves ; 
For such thou art, since birth doth neere inrole 
A man mong monarkes but a glorious soule. 
O, I have seen strange accidents of state ! — 
The flatterer like the ivy clip the oke, 
And wast it to the hart ; lust so confirmed 
That the black act of sinne it selfe not shamd 
To be termde courtship. 

they that are as great as be their sinnes. 
Let them remember that th' inconstant people 
Love many princes meerely for their faces 
And outward shewes ; and they do covet more 
To have a sight of these men then of their vertues. 
Yet thus much let the great ones still conceale. 
When they observe not Heavens imposd conditions, 
They are no kings, but forfeit their commissions. 

Maq. 0, good my lord, I have lived in the court this 
twenty yeare. They that have beene old courtiers and 
come to live in the cittie, they are spighted at, and 
thrust to the wals like apricokes, good my lord. 

BiL My lord, I did know your lordship in this dis- 
guise. You heard ever me say, if Altofront did retume, 

1 would stand for him. Besides, twas your lordships 
pleasure to call me wittoU and cuckold. You must not 
thinke but that I knew you, I would have put it up so 
patiently. 

Mai, You ore-joy'd spirits wipe your long wet eyes; 

\To PJetro and Aurelia. 
Hence with this man : an eagle takes not flies ! 

\KicJci out Mendoza. 



292 THE MALCONTENT. [act v. 

You to your vowes \to Pietro and Amelia] ; and thou 
unto the suburbs. [To Maquerelle. 

Tou to my worst frend I would hardly give : [To Bilioso. 

Thou art a perfect olde knave, all pleased live. 

Tou two unto my breast [to Celso and the Captain\\ 
thou to my hart. [To Maria. 

The rest of idle actors idly part. 

And as for me, I here assume my right, 

To which I hope all 's pleasd. To all, good night. 

[CornetB aflorUh, Exeunt omnes. 




An imperfect Ode, being but one staffe, 
spoken by the Prologue. 

nno wreaxt each kurtlesse tlKyught to private settee, 
h thefoule me of ill-bred Impvdence : 
Immodest censure rum growes wiMe, 

all over-running. 

Let Innocence he nere so ckast, 

Yet at the last 

She is defild. 

With too nice-brained cunning. 

you of fairer soule, 

controulcy 
With an Herculean artne, 
this harme : 
And once teach all oUefreedome of a pen. 
Which still must write offooUs, whilst writes of men. 



^iS^i^£^iSi^tSiSt^iSi3U^3SSS^ 



EPILOGUS. 



YOUE modest scilence, fiill of heedy stillnesse, 
Makes me thus speake : A voluntary illnesse 
Is meerely sensles ; but unwilling error, 
Such as proceedes from too rash youthfiill fervour, 
May well be cald a fault, but not a sinne : 
Rivers take names from fountes where they begin. 

Then let not too severe an eye peruse 
The slighter brakes of our reformed muse. 
Who could her selfe, hir selfe of faultes detect. 
But that she knowes tis easie to correct, 
. Though some mens labour : troth to erre is fit. 
As long as wisdom 's not professd, btit wit. 
Then till an others happier muse appeares. 
Till his Thalia feast your learned eares. 
To whose desertfull lampes pleasd fates impart. 
Art above Nature, Judgment above Art, 
Receive this peece, which hope nor feare yet daunteth ; 
He that knows most, knows most how much he wanteth. 



NOTES TO THE SECOND VOLUME. 



Page 10, line 2, Me^rcnle^y disguised JIchhmw, I^uke of ^er- 
rfl^r(it.— Ercole, Duke of Ferrara, ie tliUB noticed in Thorn tta*& 
Hi§torje of Italy o, ed. 1561, foL 212 ;^" He is a goodly man of 
persona^j hjghe of stature, stronge and wellpropor(*yonab& in all 
his members, bold on the erowne of th& head, and amiable enongh 
of countenance. He bath a good witte, and h somewhat learned, 
and indiiforent in the adminifltracyon of ju§tie&, And one thjng 
special I rcinembef of him, worl;hj to be recited^ The emperour, 
at bis being in Italy, borowed monoj of all handes, and de* 
maun dyng amongst the rest a hundred thoumnd crowne» in lone 
of this duke, he brought him a bagge of fifty thoueand crown es, 
c:£cu?yng biniBclf that to lend & hundred thousand crownes be 
was not liableit hut to gi^ve liia majcatec those lifly thousand he 
coxdd he content^ with bU his hert ; and, by thi.^ shift, kept the 
other fifty thousand crown eg in bys purse. TinaUy of the reli- 
gion he is no more ©amcBt than most pryncea are, and in his life 
he ibloweth the court of loTe, to lose no time of pleasure. He is 
frendly to faire women, and choriahetb change, By bis fathers 
daies^ he numed MiKlame Reoea, daughter unto Lewys the lij, 
Prenohc kings,"* The names of hie two sons, here given j oi^ 
Alfonso and Luigi. 

Page I3j line 2. We are well. — Are is emitted in ed. 16S3. 

Page 16^ line 23. W& tm^t beare brmne.So the old editions, 
the phrase being usualLy bear a brain. The meaning is, we muat 
pay grettt attention. ** The poo re man drinks atiOiy to driTC cars 
away, and hath nothing to lose ; and the rich man drinks mode- 
rately, because be must heare a braine to look to what bee liath," 
Workea of Taylor the Water-Poet, fol. Lond. 1630j ii, 28. See 
also the present volume^ pp, 155, 158. 

Page 17} line 17, CQunterfeiL — Tlitit is, portrait. 

Page 17^ line 31. —Farre-fam'd. — Some of the old copies read 
far-found, and M>. Dilke^B conjectural emendation is prored to be 
correct, by the present reading being found iu tho eiempkr used 
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ill OOP repmt, Tlie aHujion ii to the wdl-imatm story of J'riir 
Baoon and the brii^n liemd. 

Page 18» line 3* Aurora yei kagpesr if'a.-^Maratott bad, pffl^ 
|i|u^p«, in h^ reooUeotion tiieeo lines of Spensar : — 

Am fure A<a.Tm% riiLDf haitilfj, 

Doth bv litr blaihing tell tbst sbe did Ijc 

AH xu^ht iu old FiUuintii' Tmtmi beti 

Pag^ 19, line 6^ fifc^ifence.— Query, Mcienee f Tiw G&mmoTi 
reading, siienc^^ ulaj^ howevoi'^ be what i^ intenildL 

Fiig^ 1&, line 31, Madg.—A misprint forj A^^ilf, 

Page 20, line 3. O^ujiftf j«,— The ed. 1633 reads, exprsiae, 

Pago 21, line 28- Apr^€ocks, — The old English form afttpri' ' 
cots^ still to be occasiooally heard in the provinces, " Tin? fruit 
ia ni&med in English abnx^ock, and of Bome apreoock aaid aprocoi," 
J aerajrd*ft Herbal, ed. 1&9.7, p. 1261. 

Page S4, line 3, And bids afimf^rH. — ^The reader wiU recol- 
lect Piators indignant repiidiation of the term tieal in the Meri7 ] 
WiTtJS of Windsor *.—" convey the wise it call i steal 1 fohj a fieo \ 
for the phrase!" The expression ia common, and ia well iUui- 
fmted by the Sbaksperian commentators : — " Behold next I see 
Cod tempt, giTing mc the fic0 with bia tbombo in his mouth " 
Lodge*9 Wits Mxserie, 159G. | 

Page 28, line 6. A sanguine comple^sion. — ^* A sangnino man 

ii lai^ loTing, glad of vhcar, laughing, and ruddy of colour, 

, ated&st, fleshly J right haidy, mannerly, gentle, and well nou- 

^ " Book of Knowledge, ^± 1649, p. 36. 

Page 30, ILne 3. A r&us. — A rouse, a deep potation. 

Pag© 31, liner 1. ^riiiffoes^— So Eaistaff, in Windsor Park, I 
Bays : — ^^ Let th^ sky rain potatoes, bail kiaaing-comflta, and snotv 1 
eringpci ; let there come a tempest of proTocation." 

Page 35, line 9, AJ'orker.^-Au allnaion to the hornj implying 
that it was a Tery slight mattL^ to be a cuckold. 

Page 4S, Hue 32, Bstro.^-^^ The oestrum or gadfly,** obserrea 
Mr, Dilke, " Is here meant, which extrerady torments cattle in 
the summer. It is metaphorically used for inspired fury of any 
kind.*^ 

Page 44, line 28. Deaih a senc^. — " Earth a acnae," ed. 1633. 
Mr. Dilke suggesta : — " for me, why cartii 'a aa sen&ible.** The 
original ia not necegearUy oorrupt. It may mean,^whyi 
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might as wi^Il tliink Deabh wsa a sanaci one of Oifi Benses. See h 
Kktj phmse at p, 77. 

Page 46, line 10. luconstant. — An errof ffjr, imamstani. 

Page 53, line 11. A jest. —l Pese, ed. 1633, 

Page 5&, line 18* I prate iffaorancs* — I prafcest iguoraut, ed. 
1633; 

Page 65, line 20. Casilie. — So in the originaL Mr. Dilke U 
probablj correct in altering thia to, aujtl^. 

Page 74j line 25. TAs Irivh man. — "I will ratliep tPuat it 
Fleming witli ray butter. Parson Hugh the Weldiman with my 
cheese, an Irish man with my aqua-vitae bottle," Merry Wives of 
Windsor, aet ii^ See another passage also at p. 92. 

Page 87, line 4, Mo^ ! mee^ — ^Properlyj As' v^ee^ have we. 

Pftge 96, line 18. Smpermifr nf Mghea. — Mafaton wag here 
probahlj thinking of a eunilar paiisage in Love's Labour Loat, 

Pag© 107j line L 2^ Ihttch CoKri0zan.^-Thh comedy was 
presented before the Prinoe on December 12thj 1613^ as appears 
from the foEowing entry in the Kevsk Accounts, ed. Ounning- 
loam, Introd, p.44: — "To him (Joseph Taylor) more upon a 
lyke warraunt of a lyke date, for presenting before the PriiLces 
HigMes a Comedy called the Dutch Ciirtejian on the 13th 
of December last paste, TJ.IL xiij.*. iiij.rf." The date of the 
warrant alluded to was June 21sti, 1614. "This Comedy/* 
observea Mr. Collier, " was alluded to in the jear foUowmg its 
publication in a tract entitled The Black Yeare, 1606 : — * Othera 
have good wits, but so critical that they arraign other men's 
works at the tribunal seat of every censorious Aristarch*s under- 
standingj when their own are iiflci'ificed in PauPs Church '^Yard 
for bringing in the Dutch GurtezaUj to corrupt Englbh cxmditioni, 
and sent away WcHfcward for carping both at Court, Cityj and 
Countory/" 

Page 111, line 13. A neaytoftjohlets^—Accordij^g to Mr. Dye«, 
a neat of gobletjs is a large goblet containing Bcvcral am alter ones 
of gradually diminishing ^ises, which £t into each other, and Sll 
it up. 

Pago ll6j line 27. ThsH^M of vice augments the hate ofdnne. 
— Possibly the original of th© oft-quoted lines of tha modem 
poet,^" Vice La a monster," &c. 

Page 113^ line 26. A deaihea head, — Ahuding to the singular 
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custom, formerly prevalent, of persons of this class wearing rings 
with death's heads eugraved upon them. 

Page 119, line 29. AderUver.—-l!ina is the speaker's error for 
alder-lieveTf the best beloved by alL 

Page 125, line 23. Yourself to me enough toere populoug.— It 
is impossible to resist the idea that Marston was here thinking of 
Shakespeare : — *' Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 
For you, in my respect, are all the world." 

Page 147, line 81. One of the gyawte etiUe, — ^The giant walk- 
ing upon st Uts, which must have raised many a smile on the fiioes 
of the spectators, is alluded to as forming part of the Lord BCayoc^t 
Show in a satiric^ poem, entitled " The Citties New Poets Mock 
Show." The City Giants are mentioned as early as 1553 in 
Machyn's Diary : — " the xvij day of Marche cam throngh Lon- 
don, &om Algatt, master Maynard, the shreyff of London, wyth 
a standard and dromes, and alter gyants boyth great and smalle." 
Corineus and Gogmagog, two huge giants, are alluded to as 
forming part of the Loi^ Mayor's Show for 1605 in Munday's 
Triumphes of re-united Britania. Wither, in 1661, wrote an 
answer to a scurrilous pamphlet, entitled — " A dialogue between 
Brandamore and Colbrant, the two Giants in GiiildhalL" Of 
these giants, speaking of those which took the place of their 
predecessors destroy^ in the Great Fire, Jordan has left the 
following curious account : — I must not omit to tell yxm that, 
marching in the van of these five pageants, are two exceeding 
rarities to be taken notice of; that is, there are two extreme great 
giants, each of them at least fifteen foot high, that do sit and are 
drawn by horses in two several chariots, moving, talking, and 
taking tobacco, as they ride along, to the great admiration and 
delight of all the spectators : at the conclusion of the show, they 
are to be set up in Guildhall, where they may be daily seen aQ 
the year, and I hope never to be demolished by snoh dismal 
violence as happened to their predecessors ; which are raised at 
the peculiar and proper cost of the city." — ^Fairholt's History of 
Lord Mayors' Pageants, p. 76. 

Page 148j line 16. Nimvie. — ^The puppet-show oi. Ninereh 
was exceedingly popular, and is frequently mentioned by oontem* 
porary dramatists. The *' motions" of new London, Home, and 
Nineveh, are dluded to in Ben Jonson's Every Man out of his 
Humour ; and again, in the same play, — *' they say, there 's a new 
motion of the city of Nineveh, with Jonas and the whale, to be 
seen at Fleet-bridge." 
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Pag© 151, line 2L 3Ttf deare lAndahridi^. — " Well, bITj 1 11 
enter o^in j her title ili^ be, My dear LindabrideSj" Cynthia's 
Bevels. This fidr oreattirej ^'ho i^hould have been mjuried to the 
Bonzel del Phcbo, is oft-£?u tnentioTied by our old writers. So 
Eowl0y ; ** Zindalfrides ! slid, I have read of ber in the Mirror 
of Knighthood," &e. Match at Midnight. From her celcbritj, 
she bocame, with them, a common namtj for a. raistreea. — Giffbrd. 

Page I56j hue 25. As Hmple a* J stand keere. — This is a 
rernaculnr expletive phrase, ako occurring in Sha^eapetLre, imd 
in several other Trnt-ers, 

Page iSSj line 23. Good. — So in the original, but we should 
evidently read Qod. This misprint was very common, and another 
inatanoe of it oocura in the early editions of Hajulet, 

Page 159j line V. Mere. — This should probably be, mwie. 

Page 163, Ime 18. Stahd armes.—^' I will fight with liim that 
dares say you are not fau* j stab hira that wiil not pledge yonr 
health, and with a dagger pierce a vein, to drink a fall health to 
yoa^'' Greeners Tu Qaoqne* *' How many gallants have drank 
healths to me, out of their daggered armsj" Honest Whore. 

Fa^e 182, line 4. Grief tu. — That is, compared to. 

Page 193, line 1. The Mtilconieid.~l:h& first edition was 
publiiklied the same year, under the following title i— ** The Hal- 
contenfc. By lohn Marsfcon, 1604. At Ixjq don— Printed by V.3* 
for Wiilism Aspky, and are to be sold at his shop in Paules 
Churah*yard," 4to. The Induction^ and several parts of this 
drama, are not hero to he found, but aa it seems evident, from 
the ternia of tbe tvtle-page of the second edition, that Marston 
wrote part of the additions, it would clearly Imve been insuffieient 
to have merely reprinted the first impression. For critieal notes 
on the teit of this play, the reader is referred to the Kev. A. 
Pyce's eieellent edition in Web5t<?r's Work*, vol. iv. The follow- 
ing epigram, addrcaaed "to ingenious Mr. John Maraton," 
ooonra in the Scourge of Folly of John Davies, epig, 217 J — 

Th)- Mdle- content, of Mutc-conteutedne&ae, 
Hnrti rriiKie ilice chaniri? tby mute, M sonic do gi^uj 
If Tiukc miapcDt mtide lier ^ MaJis-contctit, 
Thou needsit not then Liir tinifly cUangc tcpfnt. 
The eriii *iU show it: menne-wlLile do but please 
With rertnonj paines. oi erat thou (liflst witli eiwe: 
Tb&u sMt Im prPiaU nnd kept from want and woj 
So bleat iuf« eroas^s tUjit da blEiae ui 96. 

Page 119, line IS, Barry Candak, D. Bwrlidge^ ani W. %. 
— OBndale, or Condell, aotod at least aa i^rly as 1598 in Every 
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Man in his Humour. Burbadge and Sly are better known 
names, and interesting accounts of all the three actors here men- 
tioned will be found in C!ollier*s Memoirs of the Actors in the 
Flajs of Shakespeare, 1846. The part of Burbage in the present 
drama is thus mentioned in an elegy on that actor : — 

Yindex is gone,<and what a loas was he 1 

Frankford, Brachiano, and Malevole. 

Page 203, line 80. Lets take some tobacco, — The filthy pisc- 
tice of smoking in the theatre is frequently alluded to by our 
early dramatists, and the custom is still retamed on some parts of 
the Continent, as, for instance, at Amsterdam, where^ in at least 
one theatre, the audience smoke and drink during the performance 
at pleasure. " Now, sir, I am one of your gentle auditors, that 
am come in ; — I have my three sorts of tobacco in my pocket ; 
my li^ht by me; — and thus I begin.** — Induction to CynthU^t 
Meveli, by Ben Jonson, 1601. So, in Bartholomew Fair, 1614 : 
" He lookB like a fellow that I have seen accommodate gentlemen 
with tobacco at our theatres." Again, in Decker's Gals Home- 
book : — " By sitting on the staee, you may with small cost pur- 
chase the deare acquaintance of the boyes ; have a good stool for 
sixpence ; — yet your match liyhted,** &c. 

Page 208, line 26. A lady Ouinever, — The name and annalB 
of this soTereign were so familiar, the title of Queen Ghiinever 
became a general one appUcable to any lady of easy manners. 
** Gfuinedray a word of mockerie for the Tartares queene or em- 
presse, as we say, queene Gfuiniver" Morio's New World of 
Words, ed. 1611, p. 224. ^ 

Page 217, line 11. In body how delicate. — ^This part of ^en* 
doza's speech seems intended as a parody on that of Hamlet, 
act 2, sc. 2 : — " What a piece of work is man ! How noble in 
reason ! how infinite in faculties 1 in form, and moving, how ex- 
press and admirable 1 in action, how Uke an angel I in apprehen- 
sion, how like a Gtod 1 the beauty of the world! the paragon of 
animals I" — Seed, 

Page 224, line 23. As that growing in the womansforehecui. — 
The woman with the horn in her forehead was probably Margaret 
Griffith. A portrait of her is in existence, prefixed to a searoe 
pamphlet, the iidl title of which is annexed from a sale catalogue. 
« Margaret Griffith, wife of David Owen, of lilan Cbuluain, in 
Montgomery, woodcut, before a very rare and curious Tract, 
entituled, A miraculous and monstrous, but yet most true and 
oertayne Discourse of a Woman, now to be scene in London, of 
the age of threescore yeares or thereabouts, in the midst of whose 
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forehead there groweth out a crooked Home of four ynches long. 
Imprinted at London, by Thomas Orwin, and are to be sold by 
Edward White, dwelling at the little north dore of Paules Church, 
at the eigne of the Gun. 1588."— G^iZcAmf. 

As Marston speaks of this as " twelve years since," it may rea- 
sonably be conjectured that the additions to the comedy were 
written about the year 1600. 

Page 225, line 1. With something of his guilt. — ^The text here 
given is also that of the copy in the British Museum ; but Mr. 
Dyce's copy reads : — " with jingling of his gilt spurs, advancing 
his bush-coloured beard, and taking tobacco." The speech is not 
in the first edition of the play. 

Page 242, line 32. LiJce you/r Scotch hamacle. — It was for- 
merly thought, that the barnacle shell -fish, which is found on 
timber exposed to the action of the sea, became, when broken off, 
a kind of goose. Sometimes it is related that the barnacles grew 
on trees, and thence dropping into the sea, became geese. Sir 
John Maundevile says that, in his country, "weren trees that 
beren a iruyt that becomes briddes fleeynge ; and tho that fellen 
into the water, lyven j and thei that fallen on the erthe, dyen 
anon ; and thei ben right gode to mannes mete." Giraldus Cam- 
brensis, in his Topographia Hibemi», completed in the year 1187, 
gives a very interesting account of the barnacle, in the course of 
which he says : — " I have many times with my own eyes seen 
several thousands of minute little bodies of these birds attached 
to pieces of wood immersed in the sea, encased in their shells, 
and already formed." 

Page 244, line 1. Or your Scotch loote, — A horrible species 
of torture. Burnet mentions a preacher named Maccael, who 
had this punishment inflicted on him in the year 1666 : — " he was 
put to the torture, which, in Scotland, they call the boots j for 
they put a pair of iron boots close on the leg, and drive wedges 
between these and the leg. The common torture was only to 
drive these in the calf of the leg ; but I have beenrtold they were 
sometimes driven upon the shin bone." The " boot" was also, 
at an earlier period, inflicted on Dr. Fian, the supposed wizard. 
See the account of this horrible event, narrated in Donee's Illus- 
trations of Shakespeare, p. 21. 

Page 264, line 20. His stawking-horse. — " The stalking-horse 
is an old jade trained up for that use, which being stript naked, 
and having nothing but a string about the neather chap of two 
or three yards long, will gently, and as you have occasion to urge 
him, walte up and downe in the water which way you will have 
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him, flodding, and eating upon the grasse or other stoffe that 
growes therein ; and then, heing hardj and stout without taking 
any affiright at the report of the piece, you shall shelter yourselfe 
and your piece behmd his fore-shoulder, bending your body 
downe low by his side, and keeping his body still full betweene 
you and the fowle," Markham*s Art of Fowling, 1655. The same 
author afterwards proceeds, speaking of the artificial stalking- 
horse : — " he may take any pieces of old canvasse, and haviQg 
made it in the shape or proportion of a horse, with tbe head 
bending downewar&, as if nee grased, and stopping it with dry 
strawe, mosse, flockes, or any other light matter, let it be painted 
as neere the colour of a horse, as you can devise, of which the 
browne is the best, and in the midst let it be fixt to a staffe with 
a picke of iron in it to stick downe in the ground at your pleasure, 
and stand fast whilest you chuse your marke, as also to tume 
and winde any way you please, either for your advantage of the 
winde, or for the better taking of your levell." 

Page 270, line 11. There goes hut a paire of sheeres. — ^There 
goes but a pair of sheei*s between them, that is, there is very 
little difference betwixt the two. The expression is not of unusual 
occurrence. " He consists of shreds and remnants, yet oftentimes 
there goes but a paire of sheeres betwixt him and a gentleman ; 
for many gentlemen consist of outside, in which the taylor*s man 
takes part," Stephens' Essayes, 1615. " There went but a paire 
of sheeres betweene him and the pursivant of hell, for they both 
delight in sinne, grow richer by it, and are by justice appointed 
to punish it," Overbury Characters, 1626. 

And some report that both these fowles have scene 
Their like, that 's but a payre of sheeres betweene. 

The Workes of John Taylor, the Water-Poet, 1630. 

Page 271, line 13. — ^That is, who can. 

Page 272, line 21. . A good pomander. — ^The following receipt, 
"to make pomanders," occurs in Markham's English House- 
wife, ed. 1675, p. 109 : — " Take two penny-worth of labdanum, 
two penny-worth of storax liquid, one penny-worth of calamus 
aromaticus, as much balm, half a quarter of a pound of fine wax, 
of cloves and mace two penny-worth, of liquid aloes three penny- 
worth, of nutmegs eight penny-worth, and of musk four grains ; 
beat all these exceedmgly together till they come to a perfect 
substance, then mould it in any fSashion you please, and diy it." 

The notes to the present volume may be concluded with the 
following curious notice of Marston, under his assumed name of 
Kinsayder, which occurs in the Betum from Pamassos, 1606. 
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It is somewhat abusiye, and it is difficult to say whether there be 
anything in it of a personal application, or whether it merely 
relates to the character of his writings : — 

Methinks, he is a ruffian in his style, 

Withouten bands, jor garters' ornament : 

He quaffs a cuj) of Frenchman's helicon; 

Then roister doister, in his oily terms. 

Cuts, thrusts, and foins, at whomsoe'er he meets, 

And strows about lUtm-Alley meditations. 

Tut, what cares he for modest, close-couched terms, 

Cleanly to gird our looser libertines ? 

Give h'im plain-naked words, stripp'd firom their shirts. 

That might beseem plain-dealing Aretine : 

Ay, there is one, that backs a paper steed. 

And manageth a pen -knife gallantly. 

Strikes his poinado at a button's breadth, 

Brings the great battering ram of terms to towns; 

And at first volley of his cannon shot, 

Satters ttie walls of the old fusty world. 



END OF VOLUME JI. 
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